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	1. The Move

**I. ****The Move**

Shouyou Hinata cannot believe his luck.

Or, more specifically, his unluckiness.

He was actually very happy that his parents are going to work on a 2 years-long important project, but what he was not happy for was that they needed to move away.

Away from his childhood friends or any other friends he made during elementary, into the strange, busy, polluted land called Tokyo for two full years.

He never really thought about the future. All he knew is that he will join a sport club when he entered the middle school of his mother's choosing, or maybe he will constantly switch clubs. From basketball, to baseball, to volley, to tennis, to football, to soccer, then repeat the cycle. Or perhaps he should join two sport clubs at the same time? His teachers had always praised him for his sport skills, and he loves sports anyway.

He just doesn't have any sport preference.

Though, to think he was going to leave his friends behind…

Even his little sister threw a great tantrum over it.

What's more shocking was that his parents had bought a house in Tokyo, together with some of the furniture.

So who was he to refuse?

"Ne, ne," 13 year-old Shouyou said to his sister, "Just calm down, okay? Tokyo might not be as bad as we thought. Mom said that Tokyo is a very high-tech place! So maybe there will be robots in there!"

"Really?" Natsu asked, eyes filled with hope, "So there might be princess and fairies and pumpkin carriages?"

Shouyou scrunched his face in thought, stroking his chin as he hummed. "It's impossible! Princesses and faeries and pumpkin carriages exist only in places with castles! Not together with robots!"

Little Natsu's eyes promptly started watering, making the older Hinata panic.

"Whoa! Na-chan! One thing I know for sure is that Tokyo will have many candies! So we better make Mom buy us many, okay?"

Little Natsu immediately nodded and brightened up.

Shouyou grinned satisfactorily. "Alright, go to bed. We need to wake up extremely early tomorrow for the move, 'kay?"

"Kay."

**.o0o.o0o.**

**KRIIINGG!**

And Shouyou was shocked out of his bed, literally. He went tumbling down his bed head first, kicking and tangled by his blanket.

**KRIIINGG!**

He scrunched his face in annoyance. Oh man, the alarm is loud! Why did he have to buy the alarm in the first place? His ear drums are going to explode if this happens everyday!

That, and also a bad concussion on his head, followed by suffocation by the blankets.

"Ngeehh…"

He twisted his body and reached up to his bedside drawer and smacked his hand down when he was sure that's where the alarm's off button was.

Only to have the alarm fall on his face, bounces off, and land right beside his ears.

"Gyaaak! Too loud! Too loud!"

His hand came down and smashed the alarm to bits.

"…" he stared at the alarm.

Guess he will have to ask Mom to buy a new alarm clock.

But before that…

He stared down at his body, still tangled in unbelievable ways by the blanket.

Before that, he will have to wrestle his way out of the blanket.

So much for a peaceful first day of school in Tokyo, not even 15 minutes after he woke up, he gets into some mess.

"Guooh! Ngghhh…"

"Does big bro needs some help?" a voice asked.

"Gyaak!" Shouyou shrieked. He turned his head in the direction of the voice, seeing his little sister leaning on the door frame as she looked at him in amusement.

Shouyou just stared at her, before getting back to his blanket.

He was not going to ask help to his sister. She is going to file that for eternity. His pride will be destroyed. And she will laugh out loud.

Despite his ignorance, his sister helped in though, that was why he was able to go to the dining table and search for food.

He was munching on a piece of bread when he saw a package with his name on the table. He promptly took it and ripped off the brown packaging, wondering what was inside it.

It was a set of white blazer, with a tranquil blue shirt and a black tie.

His jaw dropped, and his bread fell to his lap. He can easily guess that this was his school uniform.

He was expected to wear that? It looks tight, and uncomfortable!

He stuffed the bread to his mouth and went to get changed.

**.o0o.o0o.**

He looked up the school he will be studying in wonder.

It was white, and blue, and pristine! He had also seen many gyms and sport fields and storage room! And there were students practicing in the morning! Then there was that ball shooter in the tennis and baseball field. Even the canteen was pure white! Well, except the wooden table and chairs and food counter… but still!

Even the writing 'TEIKO MIDDLE SCHOOL' was shinning!

"Hey! I heard there is a transfer student today!"

"Really? In the middle of the semester?"

"Yeah! I heard he is a first year."

"Eh? It's a boy? Is he hot?"

"Don't know. Let's just see later on."

Oh… he can feel his stomach acting up. He hasn't even gone to the Administration yet!

He remembered seeing the toilet somewhere…

He back trailed his steps to search for the toilet.

Waiiitttt….

He just passed the Administration!

Administration first, toilet later.

He knocked the door and opened it.

"Excuse me? I'm Shouyou Hinata, the transfer student."

A woman in her 30s looked up from her paper work.

"Oh sure! Your form?"

Shouyou rummaged around his bag and took out a piece of paper to offer to her. The woman, in turn, gave him his student ID.

"You are in class 1B. Second floor. Use the stair case straight from here, then turn to the right. Your class should be around there."

He nodded in understanding.

"Thank you, Ma'am!" he said with a wide grin as he closed the door.

Now that he was done with the administration, he high tailed ran to the direction where he guessed the toilet was.

**.o0o.o0o.**

His first day was nothing special like he thought. He entered the class, introduced himself, picked a seat, and took some notes. In fact, he was eager for the class to end, because that's when he was able to test out the sports club. So when the bell rung, he went to the fields with players, saying that he would like a trial before he enters a club.

So far, he tried out the soccer, American football, and tennis.

Soccer was good. He still remembered the rules that were taught during elementary. The captain said that he is fast, though his kicks, even though it was powerful, lack the accuracy.

American football captain, on the other hand, needed to explain the rules, since he mentioned he had never played before. When tested, the captain said that he was best as a Quarter back or running back or something, though it's fun to have the opponent chase after him as he hold the ball. He is quick, and the… line backers? ... He didn't know, but those big guys whose job was to capture him or something was rather funny when they chased him. But being dog-piled by said big guys were not fun.

He ruled out American football from his mental list of possible sport clubs.

Tennis was fun, but it was not as fun as when he tried out soccer. Sure, he can hit the ball, and he is quick, but playing solo was just boring to him. He preferred team plays…

Guess, that means he will be crossing out badminton and running.

The next day, he has made a list of sports club he might join. There was a small star beside soccer and a huge cross on football, tennis, and badminton and track team.

"Eh? What's this Hinata?"

"Eh?" Shouyou looked up and saw one of his classmates peering over the paper in his hands. "Ah! Hanamura! It's a list of sport clubs that I might join!"

Hanamura scrunched his face. "That's long! Are you going to join them all?"

"Of course no! I'm going to test them out!"

"Heeh? So our shorty here is actually a sport fanatic?"

Shouyou gave him a glare, which seemed ineffective as Hanamura was taller by a few inches. Hanamura just laughed out.

"Have you tried the soccer club? I'm part of the soccer club! Teiko Middle's soccer club was the top four in last year's tournament!"

"Eh? Really?"

"You didn't know, Hinata? Teiko's sports clubs are strong! Teiko has many trophies, not only from the sports club, but also from the arts and academics!"

"Eh?" Hinata's jaw dropped, "I didn't know Teiko is this amazing!"

"Yare, yare! Here, let me see your list!" Hanamura said as he snatched the list.

"Hey!"

"Hmmm…" Hanamura hummed as he raised the list over his head. Hinata jumped as he tried to take the list. "You've tried out soccer, huh? The baseball club here is pretty good, you know? But the volley here is rather weak. It's also in danger of shutting down, since our school motto is 'Victory is Everything', and the volley club has never won a tournament. Then… b-basketball?"

Just then, Hinata has placed all his strength to his legs, jumped, and snatched the list away from Hanamura, and all Hanamura could do was gape at him.

"You," Hanamura pointed, "Are definitely a basketball material. If only you are taller."

Shouyou folded the paper and placed it in his pocket. "What's wrong with the basketball club anyways?"

"They won a tournament last year."

"So?"

"They won with a third year as a captain, and the rest are first years! Can you believe that? Five first years are made regular! Now that the third year has graduated already, one of the first years-now second years-is made a captain. His name is Akashi… Seijuro? The manager's also a first year, cute and busty. I heard they made the basketball training hell."

Hinata thought for a moment, before he decided, "It seems fun. I'll try the basketball first thing after school today."

And Shouyou Hinata walked away.

"Eh! Hinata! I want you to live longer! This is just your second day of school! Hinata! Oi! Don't ignore me!"

**.o0o.o0o.**

Hinata opened the door to the 1st gym and stared in awe.

The training was intense, unlike the clubs he previously tried, but they seemed to be having fun too. The squeaks of the shoes resounded as players tried to get past one another with a basketball. Then there were those who are doing stretches and sit ups…

"Excuse me. Are you lost?"

Shouyou turned around, and blushed.

"U-umm…"

It was a cute girl, with long pink hair and, as Hanamura said, 'busty'.

Is this the manager?

"E-eeto…"

"Oi! Satsuki!" A voice suddenly interrupted Shouyou from his running thoughts. "What are you doing loitering in front of the door? Oh!"

A royal-blue haired, tanned man came to view and 'oh'ed when he saw Shouyou.

"Etoo… I was thinking of trying out for the club…."

"Oh!" the pink head grinned, "Shouyou Hinata! The transfer student! Then you are in luck! I am the manager here. I'll immediately as Akashi kun for the permission."

"Hah?" the pink head's tanned companion said ridiculously as he picked his ear. "I thought he is an elementary student!"

Shouyou glared at him.

"Shut up Dai-chan!" The pink hair – Satsuki, if he remembered correctly – smacked the blue head. "You better keep that mouth in check!"

"Ahh… Fine, fine," the teen said as he walked away, leaving the two students to themselves.

"Alright, follow me Hinata-san."

"H-hai!"

So he followed her as she stepped deeper into the gym. She approached a red head, standing on the podium as he blew the whistle, the players following the tempo as they do their push-ups.

"Akashi-kun! Someone is trying out our club!"

Akashi looked at Satsuki, before he stared at Shouyou. Shouyou fidgeted under the intense stare of a pair of sharp red eyes. He still kept blowing the whistle, though, so the players still do their push-ups.

He took out the whistle from his lips and said, "Momoi, take over. Their quota is 150 push-ups and 150 sit-ups. They are now in their 107th push up and no sit-ups."

Satsuki nodded, took out a whistle from her pocket, and begin blowing at the same rhythm as the players continued their push-ups.

Akashi stared at the shorter boy and Shouyou was suddenly hit by the realization of how scary his stare is. He actually sighed in relief when the red head turned his head away.

"Aomine! Come here when you are done with your warm up!"

"Yeah, yeah. Wait a bit more!" a voice drawled, and Shouyou's eyebrow ticked when he realized that it came from the blue haired teen earlier.

Just then, Akashi threw him a basketball, which Hinata caught rather clumsily due to shock.

"Stretch and warm up. Familiarize yourself with the basketball. I'll have you play one-on-one against a regular," said the captain.

Shouyou nodded before the red hair walked away.

Amongst all the sport, he was probably most compatible with basketball and baseball, since both required speed and jump power. During his elementary years, the P.E. teacher loved to make them play basketball, so he has the basic pretty much ingrained in his brain.

He placed the ball on the ground and stretched. When he was done, he took the basketball and tried to dribble. When his dribbles become stable enough, he dribbled with both of his hands. He contemplated dribbling around the court, but…

"You are allowed to use this side of the gym." A voice said. Hinata turned around to see the captain talking. "So long as you are _not_ disturbing the other players."

The ball fell pathetically as Hinata froze in fear.

"H-hai!"

Hinata took the ball and dribbled back and forth, increasing his speed little by little.

"Akashi! What do you want?" an irritatingly familiar voice made Hinata stop on his dribbles.

Akashi, instead of answering the tanned boy, looked at Hinata. "Come here."

Hinata promptly obeyed.

"I'd like you two to play one-on-one, half court."

"Eh? With this shrimp?" Daiki complained.

"Eh? With this gorilla?" Hinata complained.

Both were about to start protesting once more when Akashi silenced them with his glare, making Aomine freeze and Hinata smile nervously.

**.o0o.o0o.**

Aomine Daiki admits that this shrimp is fast, even faster than him.

Aomine dribbled towards the hoop, only to have the shrimp block him. He tried a few feints to pass him, but even when he managed to pass him, the shrimp used his speed to block him once more.

It's fun!

But, sadly, a shrimp will still be a shrimp.

His height of 140cm, or was it 130 cm? It won't compare to his 168 cm. If he can't get past the shrimp, all he has to do is to jump and shoot!

Aomine stopped dribbling and went into the standard shooting position. He jumped and was about to throw the ball into the hoop, grinning all the way as he realized that there is absolutely no way for the shrimp to reach his height when jumping.

But when the shrimp jumped and came face to face with him, he realized, that yes, the shrimp has one good jumping power.

But, too late, the ball in his hands has been smacked away by the orange haired shrimp.

Aomine looked to the side, where Akashi is referring the game, wondering if Akashi had predicted all this.

There was a small satisfied smirk on his face, as if he found a raw, brilliant jewel.

As Aomine landed on the ground, his grin grew even wider. The shrimp – no, not shrimp any longer, it's Hinata, the boy had gained his respect – landed a moment later, but the shrimp immediately shot to the ball, taking it to his hands, before he dribbled back from the other side of the court.

Hinata shot the ball; it balanced on the hoop for a few moments, before in wavered to the inside of the hoop.

"Yeah!" Hinata grinned as jumped up and down.

Aomine raised his brow in confusion. That was an unguarded shoot, how can he almost miss like that?

"Saaa… Now it's my ball."

Aomine took the ball and dribbled from the center of the court.

He immediately accelerates, going past Hinata, but Hinata immediately blocked him. He didn't bother to get past the shorter boy since he knew the younger boy will be able to block him; instead, he jumped in an attempt to shoot.

Hinata jumped too.

But instead of the standard shoot, he bends his back so it was parallel to the ground, and shoot. Hinata is unable to reach the height of the ball, and the ball went in to the hoop soundly.

Hinata : 1

Aomine : 1

"Awesome!" Hinata grinned as he took the basketball, "Doesn't your back hurts to bend like that? Well, my back will!"

"Aah? You'd get use to it."

Hinata took the ball and dribbled slowly from the center of the court. When he was close enough to Aomine, he suddenly accelerates, but Aomine knew what he was going to do – he often use that tactic himself – so he was prepared enough to block Hinata.

Hinata turned to the right, only to go to the left, using his back to block Aomine. Once he passed Aomine, he prepared to do a layup.

Two steps, then jump and throw. He looked up, and the ball seems like it will go in.

But somewhere in the middle, he lost his balance, so instead of landing on the ground with his two feet, he slide under the hoop, hitting his head on the gym's floor. He groaned as he sat up, only to have the huge and heavy basketball he threw earlier fall on his head.

"Guwaa?"

There was silence in the gym, and then Aomine started laughing uproariously, followed by the rest of the club members who seemed to stop their practice to watch the heated battle. The pink haired manager panicked and brought the first aid kit to him. Akashi sighed as he pinched the bridge of his nose.

A brilliant jewel that he is there are still some impurities stuck.

When Aomine was done laughing, Aomine took the ball, and shoot.

Hinata gaped. "Cheating! That's cheating! I wasn't even prepared to – Ouch!"

The ball Aomine shot went inside the hoop and hit Hinata's head.

Aomine fell into heaps of laughter once more.

"Dai-chan! That's mean!" Momoi shouted as she threw the rolls of bandages from the first aid kit box to him.

"Ouch! Hey! Ow! Satsuki! Stop it!"

When Momoi stopped, she turned to the younger player and asked.

"Are you okay?"

Hinata turned red, smoke coming out of his ears as he stuttered a yes.

"Ah? Satsuki got another fan!" the insensitive Aomine shouted.

Hinata took one of the bandage rolls and threw it at Aomine, which hits him square at the forehead.

"Gah!"

"That's enough." The captain intervened. He looked down on Hinata, who was still sprawled on the ground. "You will join the Basketball Club as a first string member. I will not let you become a regular unless you honed your skills."

Hinata wanted to protest. He wanted to say that he was still unsure, but looking at the captain's eyes…

Gulp!

"H-Hai!"

The captain smiled.

**.o0o.o0o.**

**A/N:**

**Yeah, I know, Hinata is rather OOC here. But I'll have to remind you that right now, he hasn't seen the Little Giant of Karasuno, so he doesn't have any particular interest at volley. But before Haikyuu starts, when Hinata was still young, he is interested in many types of sports, though…**


	2. Teikou Basketball Club

**II. Teikou Basketball**

"_Oh? Sho-chan! So how was your first and second day of school?"_

"It's… uh… um…"

"_I bet it's wonderful! Teikou is an elite school after all and they have great sport facilities for you!"_

"Mom? No… it's…"

"_Have you found the club you want to join?"_

"I- uh I'm joining basketball club, but…"

"_Eh? Basketball? That's quick! I thought you will only choose after the first few weeks! Since you don't really have a particular hobby… Bye then! Wish you luck for your basketball club!"_

"Mom!"

**BEEP BEEP BEEP…**

Too late though, the person on the other side of the phone had cut her connection, leaving Shouyou to sigh. He returned the phone to its place and continued his breakfast, though the breakfast would have tasted better if his school uniform was not so… uncomfortable.

He loosened the black tie and unbuttoned the top button. The tie is annoying, but at least he is now able to breathe normally. His sister has gotten to school earlier with his mom, so there was no need for him to walk her to the elementary. He locked the door and set out to his school.

And he promptly started running as if a devil chased him.

There's going to be a basketball practice with the captain, and no way in hell is he going to be late! That would be like forfeiting his life, especially with a captain like that!

Though, he was stumped when he entered the first gym. There was no one other than the captain. He slumped down in exhaustion, thinking that the others would probably be punished since they were late, but instead…

Akashi stood up from the bench he was sitting and threw a basketball at him.

Hinata squeaked.

"You are late. I do not appreciate tardiness. We will now begin your personal training, which will be doubled due to your tardiness."

"B-but the others!"

"You are the only one here. I'll personally oversee your training."

"Eh? But-"

"No buts. 50 laps around the court, dribbling the ball, and I don't want you to jog. _Sprint_."

"Eh? 50!"

"Now!"

"H-hai!"

Hinata did not bother with his uncomfortable school uniform. He didn't care if he was still exhausted after running all the way from his new home to school. He just runs.

Run as if the death god himself was swinging a scythe behind him, even when the basketball becomes deadweight to him.

"Each time you failed at dribbling the ball, another lap will be added."

Say what!

Hinata promptly wondered if this is actually a military camp instead of basketball practice.

**.o0o.o0o.**

"Oi, oi, Hinata!" Hanamura approached the other teen when it was lunch break, "Why are you late today? Could you be- woah! The hell, Hinata!"

From his slumped position on the table, Hinata looked up, and, Hanamura was afraid to say, his eyes were dead, just like a dead fish! It was as if his soul had been sucked dry by a demon!

Hanamura scratched his head as he asked, "What the heck did you do?"

Hinata, still with the dead fish eyes, answered, "Basketball morning practice." Hinata slumped back on the table with a huge 'thunk!'

Hanamura winced.

"I told you their practices are hell. Wait…" Hanamura pondered a moment, "Basketball morning practice? Basketball club does not have morning practice!"

"It's personal training…" Hinata mumbled from his desk.

"You don't have to force yourself that much, you know?" Hanamura cut in.

Hinata looked up, eye brow twitching in annoyance. "It's my personal training, with Akashi training me!" he growled.

There were a few moments of silence, before the whole class – at least the one who were present in the class now – suddenly let out a huge, disbelieving "Eeeeh? What!"

"Akashi trained you personally!"

"Even Haku, the first year's basketball star, only made it to the second string!"

Shouyou Hinata, a first year - and a short one at that - caught the captain's eyes that the captain sees fit for himself to train Hinata. This must mean that Hinata has some good skills that compensate his lack of height, but Hanamura couldn't see anything special about Hinata as he looked at Hinata's slumped form. He is fit, but not too buff. His body is obviously built up for speed, but how could that be enough for Akashi's standard?

Akashi training Hinata… He must've expected Hinata to rise quickly to a regular, but what was so special about him?

"Oi, oi," Hanamura started, "you are not joking, are you?"

"No… my body hurts. My hands won't stop shaking. I can't even stand properly. Captain made me sprint 138 laps around the court while dribbling, then he made me jump to hold the basketball net for 50 times. Not to mention that eyes. Ah… I also need to practice with him after class… I'm dying right now."

Hanamura blanched at the thought of training that much in the morning. His soccer club was intense, but not that intense!

"Hai, hai," Hanamura patted his new friend's hair in comfort as his other hand rummaged around his bag. He took out a melon bun, opened it, and placed it right beside Hinata's head. "Here, comfort food. You slept through the lessons, you know? It's lunch break right now."

Hinata's nose twitched as he shot up, his gaze immediately landed on the bun hungrily. "Thanks!"

Hinata grinned as he took a huge bite from the bread.

**.o0o.o0o.**

"_Midorima. You'll be training someone today," Akashi said as he moved the pawns of his Shogi pieces. _

"_Is it that first year I heard about?" Midorima asked as he pushed his glasses up. "What's his sign?"_

"_Cancer, just like you, so I'll expect no complains."_

_Midarima nodded dutifully. He moved the pawn of his Shogi pieces._

"_Yesterday Oha-Asa mentioned that Cancers will meet someone interesting in the near future, so we have to carry our lucky items," Midorima said as he patted a huge green doll with a smiling flower as its head that was resting on his side, "And today's lucky item is a flower toy, so I choose the flower doll which have additional 4-leaf clover patterns."_

_Akashi ignored Midorima and moved his Shogi piece._

As usual, Midorima had lost against Akashi in Shogi, though, in an even more important matter…

He was in the first gym, eyes searching for orange hair, though, for some reason or another, he can't seem to find the first year's famed orange hair. Momoi was training the first stringers, blowing the whistle as they jumped. With all the first strings aligned like that, it should be easy for him to search for an orange hair.

As the whistle blew, the first strings jumped together, and…

_There! An orange hair!_

Though when the first strings landed, the orange hair disappeared. Midorima then noticed that there was a missing spot in the neatly aligned players.

_So that's where he is…_

Midorima weaved through the students, going to the missing spot and finding the first year. The first year looked up at him ridiculously, and he stared down at the first year.

This is ridiculous! This first year is even shorter than the average 13 years old!

"You," Midorima started, "I am Midorima Shintaro. Akashi wants you to train under me today. We'll be using the football field, since no one is there today. Follow me."

The first year just stared at him, not even moving a muscle.

"What?" Midorima irately asked.

"Ano… On your back…" the first year pointed on the thing he piggy backed.

It was the flower doll, its head resting limply on Midorima's shoulder with an ever present eerie smile sewed to its face.

Frankly, Hinata was freaked out with the flower.

"Oh, this?" Midorima asked as he patted the flower's head with one hand. "You're a Cancer, so you should know that this is today's lucky item from Oha-Asa horoscope."

"Horoscope?" What was that? Hinata didn't know. Is that edible?

"Follow me. We are wasting enough time as it is."

"Hai!"

When they reached the football field though, Hinata had been expecting some sort of super cool training that 'breaks the limit of the limits' and evolve him into the next stage, only to hear one line Hinata did not expect to hear.

"We'll play fetch."

"Eeehhh?"

Midorima pushed his glasses up as he continued. "I'll throw the basketball," he gestured to a huge box of basketball beside him, "and you'll fetch it before the ball comes in contact with the ground. Dribble it and place it in the basket afterwards. Don't worry, our luck is good since I have our lucky item with us."

"Eeeehhh? What kind of training is that? What does the last sentence even mean?"

Truth was, even Midorima didn't know. Akashi's orders are Akashi's order, no matter how absurd it is, there are reasons unknown even to Midorima, who happens to be the closest to Akashi in terms of brain capabilities.

Midorima gently placed his lucky item on a bench nearby, ignoring Hinata's last question, and then he took a ball and threw it in the air with his trademark shot, the high arc one.

"Fetch it, quick," Midorima ordered the boy. "For every shot you failed to catch, you will run another lap while dribbling the ball."

"Gyaak!" Hinata blanched. He quickly ran after the ball, shouting out a loud "ORYAAAA!" Sad thing was, the ball landed before he was even half way there. Hinata slumped on his knee and looked at the ball morosely.

One… extra… lap to run…

"What are you waiting for! Get the ball back here! You're wasting your time!"

The second time Midorima threw the ball, it went to the other side of the football field. Hinata didn't waste anymore and immediately run after it. When the ball was close enough, he jumped, extended his hand, and caught the ball.

"Waahooo!" Hinata jumped up and down in joy, only to have a basketball thrown to his head.

"Dribble it back here! You fool!"

Midorima's training had gotten crueler and crueler from that point on as the arc become lower and lower.

**.o0o.o0o.**

Hinata had thought after all the hell that had happened today, he will finally rest his sore body on his soft fluffy bed, but…

"Hinata," the captain ordered when both he and Midorima returned from the football field, "stay, your training is not done yet."

"B-but the other first strings are already gone!"

"You are different; therefore your training will be different. Stay back with the other regulars."

Hinata, a creature of instinct that he is, sensed the power Akashi gives out and immediately obliged. When Akashi turned his gaze away, that's the time Hinata relaxed.

"Midorima." Akashi addressed the green head.

"29 failed catches, though overall, he is quite fast. His stamina is huge." Midorima reported.

"It's to be expected," Momoi joined in, "Hinata lived in mountainous area. To go to his elementary school, he needs to travel quite a distant every day."

"Eh? So you are a country boy?" a voice said mockingly.

Hinata's brow twitched when he realized who that voice belongs to.

"Shut up, you ganguro!" Hinata hissed back as he turned around to the tanned teen leaning on the wall near Momoi.

Only to bump into a huge wall that suddenly appeared out of nothing. Hinata fell onto his butt at the impact. He was about to send retort to the person who bumped him, only for the words to die in his throat when he looked up.

Because, in place of the wall, there was an extremely tall person looming over him.

Hinata's mind was immediately full of the blaring alarm signaling that this person was _DANGEROUS DANGEROUS DANGEROUS… _

"Oya? Who's this?" asked the purple haired giant as he looked down to Hinata. The giant took out another chip and chew on it.

Hinata briefly wondered if he would end up like the chip.

"Mmm… Maybe I should crush you?"

The giant slowly reached his hand down, causing Hinata to hiss in defense since he can't do anything. He was sprawled on the ground; he can't run.

But Hinata blinked when, instead of a crushing pain, he felt a huge yet heavy hand patting his head.

He glanced up at the now smiling giant.

"Just kidding~"

Hinata gaped. That was _just kidding_? He can surely feel the true intent to crush! Not to mention, the size! Look at the height! And the eyes! More importantly – _the height!_

Aomine swore he heard a creaking sound as he watched Hinata turn his head to face the captain, though when he realized Hinata was sweating bullets, he can't hold back the urge to tease.

"Bwahahaha! So you are scared of Murasakibara!"

"Shut up!" was the reply of the now pissed Hinata.

"The shrimp is scared of the giant!" Aomine continued.

"Shut up, Ahomine!" Momoi cuts in as she kneeled beside Hinata and crushed the smaller boy to her chest, and looked accusingly at her childhood friend. "Or I'll tell your mother that you are a bully!"

"Buh- What the hell Satsuki! I was just teasing!"

Unknown to the childhood duo who was still bickering, Hinata struggled to get free from Momoi's killer hugs all the while trying to keep himself from hyperventilating. His face grew redder and redder and smokes started to come out of his ears. His shouts of help were muffled by Momoi's ample chest.

"Ah," Midorima absentmindedly commented, "it seems that my lucky item does not affect his luck."

Akashi sighed, knowing full well that it was up to him to stop the situation once more; Midorima doesn't usually succeed in stopping the fights between regulars and Atsushi can't do anything to save his life other than eating, basketball, and sleeping.

"That's enough. Aomine, stop it. Momoi, you are suffocating him."

Aomine promptly shut up and Momoi immediately let go of Hinata, fusing over him and apologizing to him repeatedly. Hinata, still red faced, stiffly replied that he was okay and immediately run to the only person he gets along with, namely Midorima, and hid behind his back as he hissed defensively in a cat like manner.

"It seems Haizaki has ditched our practice again," Midorima commented, completely non-pulsed with Hinata's animalistic behavior as he pushed his glasses up the bridge of his nose. "His attitude really needs to stop, Akashi. With Hinata going to be a regular, will we still require him?"

"His skills… are still a necessity." Akashi answered, "It is unique, even among us, and I'd prefer to have those skills still in our disposal. Hinata's skill set, on the other hand, is rather similar to Aomine's."

Hinata, not knowing who this Haizaki was, tugged on Midorima's cloth and started his own small conversation, "Who's Haizaki?"

"Another regular," Midorima answered, his face setting into a grimace, "though he was not likeable even in the slightest."

"Oh!" Momoi exclaimed, "So Hi-chan is like Aomine's junior!"

Hinata deduced that this Hi-chan is probably him, so…

"As if I want to be like a gorilla!"

"That shrimp is nothing like me!"

Both glared at each other for the insult.

"Don't start." Akashi warned, Aomine froze on the spot and Hinata shrunk back to Midorima's back. Satisfied with the resulting silence, Akashi continued, "We are going to do a 3 versus 2, 20 point half-court match. The members of each group will change after each round. Momoi will be overseeing this practice."

Akashi gave Momoi the clipboard he had been holding and explained some things to her, Momoi nodded in understanding. All the players entered the court; Momoi held the ball in one arm and the clipboard in another and stood in the center.

"First round will be…" Momoi checked the clipboard, "Hinata and Daiki versus Akashi, Murasakibara and Midorima."

"What!" Hinata and Aomine shouted in incredulity.

"It's what written here," Momoi said, looking at Akashi for confirmation.

"I've never make a mistake, Momoi," Akashi answered impassively; "It is my decision."

Both Aomine and Hinata reluctantly stood beside each other, both holding the expression of eating something sour.

"First ball belongs to Hinata and Aominei," Momoi said. She passed the ball to the duo.

When Aomine caught it, he glared at Hinata and held the ball protectively, away from the glaring Hinata, as if saying, _"Get lost! This ball is mine!"_

Hinata, in response, hissed.

It's not like the both of them can start pulling punches with Akashi in the vicinity.

Murasakibara, still holding a large bag of chips, stood under the hoop, while Midorima, the 3-point specialist that he is, stood outside of the 3-point line. Akashi strolled inside the 3-point circle, indicating that even if he is one of the players, he will not be joining unless necessary. Hinata stood somewhere around the corner.

The whistle was blown, Aomine passed to Midorima, and Midorima returned the ball back to Aomine. Aomine quickly dribbled away from Midorima, quickly approaching Murasakibara.

Murasakibara, lazy ass that he is, did not bother to block Aomine, instead, he took another chip and bit on it.

But before Aomine could go into his shooting form, Akashi slapped the ball to Midorima. Midorima was about to jump to shoot, but Hinata grabbed the ball away before Midorima reached his highest point. Hinata smirked at Aomine as he dribbled toward the hoop.

This time, it was Aomine's turn to glower.

Murasakibara took out his last chip, sighed in disappointment when he saw the inside of the bag. He crushed the bag of empty chip, threw it to the side, and averted his attention to Hinata.

"I'll crush you."

Hinata flinched when he felt that murderous aura coming out of the giant. He wanted to stop and pass the ball to Aomine, but with the speed he was running, he will bump into the giant, so Hinata chose the second best option that popped into his mind.

Slide in between Murasakibara's leg.

And Hinata did just that, using his short height as an advantage against Murasakibara's long legs.

Though, with Murasakibara standing so close to the ring, Hinata is unable to have an appropriate space to do the standard shot. He blindly threw the ball upwards right after he slides past the giant.

Aomine, who stood close to Murasakibara, immediately jumped and dunked the ball.

Hinata, on the other hand, remained sliding until his knee bumped against the pillar withholding the hoop.

There was a moment of silence as Murasakibara glared at the smallest teen, Aomine stared blankly at Hinata, not believing that he lost to the shrimp and Midorima noticed that Akashi was staring intently at Hinata, forming training regimes that was sure to be hellish for Hinata.

"Oha-Asa also said that something unexpected will happen today to Cancers that will lead to a routine," Midorima commented as he pushed his glasses up, deducing that this routine for Hinata refers to Akashi's new training regime, while his own new routine is training Hinata.

The game continued, Hinata and Aomine lost badly despite gaining the first point.

"Next game will be…" Momoi checked the clipboard, "Akashi, Murasakibara and Aomine against Midorima and Hinata."

Hinata's face immediately brightened, "I'm with you, Midorima-sempai!"

_Sempai…_

_Midorima-sempai…_

Midorima could feel butterfly of happiness fluttering inside his stomach, though his face remained impassive. "Don't be happy yet. Winning against the captain, ace and the tallest middle school student won't be an easy feat."

"Ace?" Hinata looked at the opponent, searching for the ace.

Captain : Akashi

Tallest middle school student : Murasakibara

Which means ace is… _Aho_mine…

"Eeeehhh? I can't believe it!" Hinata exclaimed, pointing at Aomine. "That gorilla is the ace? I refuse to believe it! I'll take the position of ace from you!"

Aomine's eyebrow twitched. "Haaa? What did you just call me, shrimp? You can never get the position of ace from me."

"Oh? Try me, gorilla-"

Hinata was stopped when Midorima forced his head down.

When the starting whistle was blown, Hinata passed the ball to Midorima, who immediately attempted his trademark 3 point shot. Hinata is unable to shoot a ball since the first game with Murasakibara honing on him, so all Hinata could do is steal and pass it to Midorima. The second game was mostly a race between Aomine's 2-points and Midorima's 3-points.

The balance of the game, however, was tipped when Akashi decided to get involved. The game ended in 20 – 18 with Akashi's group winning.

"The last game will be… Midorima and Aomine against Akashi, Murasakibara and Hinata."

Momoi now understood Akashi's purpose in this game. It was to test Hinata's skills and how well he will work with the others. Under any normal circumstances, Akashi would've paired Hinata with Murasakibara in one game and then with Akashi on another game, but considering that Murasakibara would not want to go against Akashi, Akashi placed the three of them together in one go.

Though, with Murasakibara and Hinata in one group, Murasakibara seem to lost the playing spirit he possessed earlier and was back to idly standing under the hoop.

The game started with Akashi passing the ball, not to Hinata, but to an empty spot, out of the reach of most of the players. Hinata ran as quick as possible and threw the ball back to Akashi using one hand. Akashi passed the ball to Murasakibara who then threw it into the hoop.

Among all the games, the most taxing one for Hinata will be the last one, since Akashi seems to be forcing him to run all around the half court by passing the ball to far places. It was mostly a battle between Midorima's shots and Hinata's scoring, since Aomine's shots were mostly blocked by Murasakibara. It was Hinata's first win, in 20-17.

When practice was done, Hinata went home with a sore body, dreading the basketball practice that will come together with the next day.

**.o0o.o0o.**

**A/N:**

**Heiyaa…! Just wondering what animals represents the characters the best, and I'm totally confused with it!**

**Akashi: Lion**

**Aomine: Panther**

**Midorima: Some sort of bird?**

**Murasakibara: Big animals? Possibly Bear?**

**Haizaki: Totally not sure, perhaps hyena? Since both are irritating?**

**Kise: Fox**

**Kagami: Tiger (I'm extremely sure with this)**

**Kuroko: a small animal?**

**Hinata: Gaahh! I'm not sure in settling on strong yet quick or cute yet fetal animal!**

**Kageyama: Same like Hinata… Maybe wolf?**


	3. Phantom Ghost

**III. Phantom Ghost**

Hinata stood timidly before the door to the Teikou's Gymnastic Room.

The door in itself was not menacing, though what Hinata knew lay behind said door was what made Hinata wary of the door.

Apparently, Saturdays are the days that the clubs took their time to practice, as classes finished quicker than usual. It was just Hinata's luck that his 4th day of school is the Saturday's basketball club's practice, where the Hanamura said the practice was the most intense throughout the week.

Hinata had to wonder though, why the hell would the basketball club members need to gather in the Gymnastic Room.

Heck, he didn't even know that Teikou has a Gymnastic club!

"Ah! Hi-chan! You are early!"

A shout broke Hinata out of his thoughts. Hinata's face brightened when he turned and saw Momoi running towards him with a clipboard in hand.

"M-Momoi-san! Good m-morning!" Hinata stuttered out when Momoi become too close to him, his face reddening.

"Hi-chan," Momoi pouted, "You should've just entered the room. That way you won't be wasting your time and start training."

Hinata, unable to think properly, just randomly stuttered out a 'yes'.

Momoi beamed and opened the door, shouting, "Akashi-kun! We have an enthusiastic member here!"

When the door was completely opened, Hinata could see the Captain talking with a scary looking black haired girl who looked like she was about to slit the Captain's throat open right now, though, somehow, the image that came into Hinata's mind was not Captain lying in defeat under the girl's feet, but instead it was of the girl begging for mercy from the captain.

Without even turning from the stare off with the black haired girl, Captain said, "Wait for a few more moments, Momoi, Hinata."

Momoi nodded diligently while Hinata wondered whether lightly whether the captain is a mind reader.

"I refuse, Akashi-kun. Having a basketball member to train in the arts of gymnastics in this room is not beneficial to us," the black haired girl stated as he looked into Akashi's eyes.

"Is that so? You have not seen the raw skills he has. You will gladly train him if you saw a glimpse of what he can do, Matsuri-san."

"I still refuse, Akashi-kun."

"Do not forget that the Gymnastic Club is in the debt of the Basketball Club. If it was not for us, there will be no Teikou Gymnastic Club."

The girl – now dubbed 'Matsuri' – gritted her teeth. "Fine, but I refuse to teach a misbehaved one."

Now, Akashi smirked victoriously. "He will be aiding in the Gymnastic Junior High Championship."

"If he has the skills," Matsuri retorted scornfully. "You are too over confident in him."

"It's because I'm always right," Akashi easily stated with a light teasing smile as he patted Hinata's orange hair.

Hinata's eyes shone brightly as he peered up to Akashi, filled with so much respect at Captain and so much pride in Hinata himself.

"He will be training in the Gymnastics during Tuesdays and Saturdays. He won't be joining your Wednesday practices. That is all." Captain turned to face Momoi. "You know what to do."

Momoi nodded before Akashi exited the club room, leaving a star stricken Hinata gaping.

"Alright! Hi-chan!" Momoi called, breaking Hinata from his stupor. "I need you to listen carefully, okay?"

Hinata nodded.

"On Mondays, Thursdays, and Fridays, you will be training in the basketball court, including the regular's extra practices. Then Tuesdays and Saturdays will be your training with the Gymnastic club. After the Saturday Gymnastic practice, you will be going to the basketball court and practice with the regulars, okay? Wednesdays and Sundays are empty to allow your muscles to recuperate. Here," Momoi offered a piece of paper she took from her clipboard, "this is your practice schedule. The morning practices with Akashi or Midorima are rather irregular, so make sure to check the schedule, okay?"

Hinata took a glimpse of the paper, and his head immediately hurts at the amount of practice he will be having. He wasn't even serious in basketball!

"If you like, you may run in the morning," Momoi added with a smile.

Actually, there was no need to add morning run into the long list. He has always been running from his new house to Teikou. He has always been itching to do something straining in the morning, he had, after all, been spending his elementary mornings climbing rocks to reach his school, and it felt weird for him to use the train to go to school. It was quiet and too… relaxing.

Despite that, Hinata absently nodded, still grimacing at the practice schedule.

"Ne, ne, Momoi-san," Hinata called, "The Gymnastic Club is in the debt of Basketball Club? How?"

Momoi adopted a thinking pose as she tried to remember, "Let's just say that the star of Gymnastic Club is late for the Junior High Gymnastics and Midorima's horoscope told him to help anyone in need."

"That's right! What's horoscope? Midorima-sempai kept on talking about horoscopes and Oha-Asa and Cancers and lucky items and I don't understand anything so I kept on nodding!"

Momoi stared wide eyed and gaped at Hinata, who asked the question which such innocence.

_Well… at least Hi-chan did not ridicule or ask Midorima directly…_

"Horoscope is… uh… how do I explain this? Just know that Midorima relies heavily on Oha-Asa's horoscopes and his lucky items are something Oha-Asa told him to have." Momoi answered back, remembering that one time Cancers had the worst luck and Midorima doesn't have his lucky item of the day. While he remained unscathed, Midorima ended up running away from school for his life.

He had, accidentally, angered Akashi, after all.

"Anyways!" Momoi continued, "This," she gestured to the black haired girl, "is Matsuri Haru. She will be teaching you in gymnastics. At 2 p.m. you will meet us in the basketball court."

And with that, Momoi left Hinata, skipping lightly out of the door.

Hinata's gaze returned to Matsuri, and he immediately flinched. Any other person would not have noticed, considering Matsuri's straight and regal posture which shows grace at each movement, but Hinata noticed it. That faint scowl, the way her fingers twitched, and lastly, how her typical Japanese eyes, black and sharp, seem to have some sort of storm brewing inside, ready to shred him into pieces.

If Akashi's eyes showed power and control and cold yet 'just' ruling, Matsuri's eyes showed power, control, yet unlike Akashi's cold way, her eyes showed the passionate fire and the rule of iron fist. Just like Akashi, Hinata knew that this girl was not someone he would like to cross.

"I-I will be doing my best in your care."

"Hn," Matsuri replied, bringing her chin up in a proud manner, "You better be. Don't go crying to your captain when today's practice is over."

Hinata gulped.

**.o0o.o0o.**

"Stretch more! Are you some stiff wooden board? Bend more! Watch it! Don't lose your balance! Look now, you are wobbling!" the black haired girl shouted from her position as she stood using one leg on a huge ball.

Tears literally fell from Hinata's eyes. Just what the heck did he do in his previous life to warrant this treatment?

Hinata stretched his leg further up his back and balanced on his other leg which is standing on a thin metallic beam. He spread his hands apart for better balance.

"Raise your legs higher, damnit!"

Hinata tried to do as Matsuri said, but he lost his balance and fell pathetically to the mattress.

"Good balance, but not wonderful enough to shine in balance related exercises. We'll be trying another type of training. Stand up! I refuse to waste my time on you!"

**.o0o.o0o.**

"Alright," Matsuri commented as she circled around Hinata, "looking good."

Hinata, on the other hand, was experiencing hell as he held on. His… crotch, in particular, is in the most pain right now.

"Your stretches are good. Not many men can do splits, you know?"

Apparently, when he had failed the balance exercise earlier, Matsuri had switched into stretching exercise, forcing his body to bend into unbelievable ways. He didn't even know he could do splits until now! He didn't even know his bones could bend… that… way…

"Hold out as long as you can."

"What!"

"Oh? Are you rebelling against me now? Perhaps I should send you back to Akashi."

A growl vibrated in Hinata's throat, but otherwise he kept silence.

He held on as long as he could, before he swayed to the side and laid in the ground in a crouched position, hands on his crotch, mumbling, "…little me is in pain…"

That last bit, luckily, went unheard by the excited President of Gymnastic club.

"Alright! Next practice!"

Hinata groaned.

**.o0o.o0o.**

Unlike the previous gruesome training, this is a training Hinata enjoys.

"That's enough!"

Hinata ignored the sound and continued throwing himself down, his hands holding tightly on the beam. He throw himself forward, using his legs to hook himself on the beam in front of him, only to swing himself back, skipping the previous beam to the beam before that, latching into it as he swung a full rotation.

"Hinata! That's enough! I know you're good at it! A natural, even! Just stop right now!"

This exercise… "Parallel Beam" was it? It faintly reminds him of his old home, where he would climb trees and play on branches just to kill time.

Hinata suddenly felt a shoe hitting him on his face. Shocked and bewildered, Hinata lost his grip on the beam and fell flat faced on the mattress. Hinata groaned as he went into a sitting position.

"When I say stop, then stop!" Matsuri said, "The next time will be worse than this, understood?"

Hinata flinched as he nodded.

"Well," Matsuri mused, "at least we found your specialty. Akashi is right in having confident in you. And he is right in asking me to train you in Gymnastics. Your instincts for momentums are insane good. Perhaps, if you are to join the Junior High Championship, it will be the Ring Gymnastics, Parallel Bars, or Horizontal Bar…"

Hinata shuddered to think what other kinds of monstrosity he will be experiencing.

"Alright!" Matsuri clasped her hands together, "We shall be focusing on that! Perhaps improve your stretch and balance on the way!"

"Argh!"

**.o0o.o0o.**

Hinata was walking together with Hanamura down the school's hallway when he first met Haizaki Shougo.

"Eh? An orange haired first year?" the silverette drawled as he pulled the girl he was walking with by her waist, "You must be the new basketball member."

A growl vibrated in Hinata's throat, eyes narrowing and legs tensing in preparation.

"Careful," Hanamura whispered, "He's Haizaki Shougo. He doesn't go picking fights, so he is not a delinquent, but he has notorious attitude."

Despite the tenseness of the atmosphere, Haizaki passed Hinata laxly.

"Saa…" Haizaki drawled once more, "Who cares anyway. You'd quit in no time, it's just a club anyways."

Before Hinata could retort back, Hanamura's hand clamped Hinata's mouth shut, and Hinata was forced to stay silent as Haizaki walked away.

In the end, Hinata settled to bite Hanamura's hands off for restraining him.

**.o0o.o0o.**

"G-ghosts?!"

Hinata heard the ganguro's sudden exclamation as said dark skinned boy talked with Momoi. A smile was suddenly painted on his face as Hinata put two and two together.

"Eh? The mighty gorilla king is afraid of ghosts?"

"Shut it!"

"Hi-chan!" Momoi scolded, "This is the gossip that I heard, and it's real! Some of my friends went to check the 4th gym, but in front of the doors, they heard the sound of basketball bouncing and shoes squeaking. When they peeped in, they see no one! But the sounds remain! That is why I am against Ahomine going there to practice alone!"

"Hiee! G-ghosts?" Hinata exclaimed, "I thought they don't exist!"

Now, it was Aomine's turn to smirk. "Says the one who made fun of me earlier." Aomine turned to Momoi, "I don't care! I'm going there to practice!"

"Stop right there, Ahomine!"

But Aomine won't have any of it. He took a basketball and his bag and promptly dragged Hinata with him.

"Noooo! I don't wanna!" Hinata continued on wailing as he struggled in Aomine's iron grip.

Hinata had the speed, flexibility and instincts that can easily drown people in jealousy, but one thing he did not have is the strength to break away from Aomine's grip!

**.o0o.o0o.**

It was getting dark, and there were no people in Hinata's eyesight.

Most importantly, he is in front of the 4th gym, with Ahomine!

4th gym, Hinata heard, is a rather unused gym. 1st gym was used by the first strings and regulars, and second string took the 2nd and 3rd gym. The third strings would have occupied the 4th gym, but most 3rd strings quitted, leaving there to be no 3rd string basketball members.

Hinata edged closer to tanned teen beside him, though he doesn't feel remotely safe, since Aomine is equally as frightened as him.

_Squeek! Thump!_

Hinata and Aomine flinched when they heard the sound from the door in front of them.

Aomine steeled himself, reminding himself that ghosts do not exist. Hinata, on the other hand, tried to wrench his hand away from Aomine, who had kept his iron grip. Hinata would've wailed in anguish, but what stood behind the door prevented him so.

Hinata would not like getting dragged to the depths of hell by a ghost, after all.

"Damn it, Hinata!" Aomine whispered furiously, "Stop struggling!"

"As if! Ahomine! I don't want to be here!"

_SQUEEEK! BAM!_

Both flinched again.

Aomine took a deep breath and opened the door slightly while Hinata positioned himself as far as possible from the door, ready to pounce away.

"There really is no one," Aomine whispered, his eyes darted back and forth, making sure that he combed the whole gym for someone. Just to make sure, Aomine pushed the door completely open and checked once more.

_Thump!_

There was no one, completely no one.

Hinata doesn't care if he was disgracing himself. He jumped onto Aomine and clung to him like a monkey. Aomine, still astonished at the fact that _yes, there really is no one,_ doesn't seem to mind Hinata clinging on to him.

_Squeak! BAM!_

Both turned their heads to their right, just in time to see a basketball bouncing away from the board and thump to the ground.

What really got to them, though, was the fact that no one threw the ball.

Hinata, in a feat of fear, suddenly has the strength to wrench his hand away from Aomine and head tailed ran out of the gym.

"Damn! Hinata! Don't leave me alone!"

Aomine suddenly felt someone poking his shoulder. For a moment, Aomine debated whether he should immediately run or turn around, though he finally conceded and turn around, shoulder tense.

"Hello," monotonous tranquil blue eyes stared back to dark royal blue, "Is there anything you need?"

_T-there was s-someone…_

"GYAAAAAKKKKK!"

Hinata, hidden within the thick bush quite a distance from the 4th gym, flinched when he heard Aomine's resounding scream.

_May you rest in peace, Aomine Daiki._

**.o0o.o0o.**

The next day, Hinata was flabbergasted when he saw Aomine in basketball practice, without any visible injury, looking slightly too cheerful for someone who just encountered a ghost the day before.

The only strange action of note is probably the fact that Aomine seem to be spending the regular's personal practice in the 4th gym, where Hinata knew the ghost reside.

Hinata easily fell into the only conclusion his mind came up with.

Aomine was _possessed._

"Oi! Shrimp! Let's go to the 4th gym today for personal practice!"

What's more, the possessed Aomine seem to want to take over Hinata's body too, trying to pull Hinata to the death trap called the '4th gym'.

Hinata hissed.

But fake Aomine seem to really want Hinata, as he kept on asking again and again, until Hinata finally took initiative and attempt to bite Aomine's hand off, to which Aomine reacted by dodging the bite before he gaped at a hissing Hinata.

For the rest of the week, Aomine no longer dared to approach Hinata.

And for the rest of the week, Hinata pranced around Aomine, not too close, but still within Aomine's earshot, wearing the clothes a monk would wear as he shouted a loud, "Begone! Spirits!"

Hinata also brought garlics and salt, throwing it into Aomine's direction in an attempt to exorcise the spirit. He even asked Midorima to lend him the lucky item of the day (Midorima was so elated that someone finally understood his obsession with Oha-Asa).

Akashi had even punished Hinata with extra 150 laps in the week, though Hinata showed no signs of giving up.

But, when Aomine has the gall to miss the regular training, Akashi finally snapped and demanded where he could find the tanned teen.

"Aomine is possessed!" Hinata answered, "He has been going to the 4th gym. The ghost that is possessing Aomine belongs to the 4th gym!"

Even though Akashi did not believe about Aomine getting possessed, he still stride over to the 4th gym, the rest of the regulars (sans Haizaki, Hinata really don't like that man. He'd rather stand beside Akashi for the rest of his life rather than with Haizaki for two days) followed.

So here they were, standing in front of the rumored haunted 4th gym's door.

Hinata, not wanting to be left behind, tagged along, hiding behind Midorima.

"Who's he?" Hinata heard Akashi asked after they entered the door.

"Oh, I always practice with him."

"We have someone like that?" Murasakibara asked he took another bag of chips.

"Welll," Hinata heard the ganguro answer, "He's not a first string."

Hinata, no longer able to handle his curiosity, peeked from Midorima's back. Akashi seem like he was talking to someone beside Aomine, but Hinata can't seem to see anyone there.

"Let's go," Murasakibara whined to Akashi.

Midorima adjusted his glasses, inwardly agreeing with Murasakibara. There was no need to waste his time on something like this.

"No," Akashi firmly answered as he stared, "I've never seen this type of player before. He might be hiding a talent completely different from ours."

That was when Hinata noticed someone in Akashi's line of stare. It was a boy, with a light blue hair and eyes of the same color, together with a body too petite.

Hinata blinked, trying to make sure that there really is someone there, before he tensed up and hissed.

Hinata had always known what to think of other people, but this…

When Hinata first saw Akashi, Hinata immediately knew to respect and fear him. His eyes demanded it, and Hinata knew that Akashi will care and lead them, so Hinata gave that respect, although there was a thick underlying fear at the face of such power.

Midorima on the other hand, Hinata knew that he is 'an eye for an eye' type. To gain Midorima's respect, you need to respect him, but being Hinata's sort of mentor had automatically made Hinata gave his respect.

Hinata knew not to cross Murasakibara. Murasakibara was lazy and docile most of the time, but Hinata knew at first glance that the giant will react badly when provoked.

Aomine… Hinata had always thought of him as an irritating gorilla king. They would always bicker every time they met, though Hinata knew that it was a friendly rivalry. Aomine has the same way of thinking as Hinata. Aomine needed challenge, Hinata needed challenge, so in a weird twisted way, they somehow complement each other.

Haizaki is someone who can pull Hinata's all out anger, and Hinata would not like to associate himself with him, so he avoided Haizaki like plaque. He is the type to have fun at the expense of other.

This… blue haired boy on the other hand… Hinata didn't know what to think of him.

Judging from such a petite body, Hinata can easily cross him off as weak, but even Hinata should know what to think of weak people, whether they will easily submit to the higher power or the type that thinks highly of themselves or many more.

So Hinata hissed at such an unknown entity, startling most of regulars.

"Hmm…" Akashi hummed as he looked at both the blue haired boy and Hinata, "Interesting…"


	4. Debut

**IX. Debut**

"Hinata."

The orange haired boy who had been eating together with his first-year friends in the cafeteria had immediately stood up, turned around, and shouted out a loud, "H-hai! Captain!" as if his life is on the line.

"There is a change in your training location." Akashi replied. "From now on, instead of practicing with the rest of the regulars, you will be training in the 4th gym. I hope there will be no mishap. Understood?"

"Hai!"

"That goes to you too," Akashi diverted his red eyes away from Hinata, to the unsuspecting Kuroko sitting not far from Hinata as he drank his ever favorite milkshake, "Kuroko."

Kuroko, despite being surprised at the sudden inclusion, merely blinked.

"Uwaaa! Since when are you there!"

Kuroko shifted his monotonous gaze from the captain to the orange head. "Since the beginning."

Color drained from Hinata's face as he stared wide eyed at the blue-head before Hinata collected himself and hissed menacingly. Well… as menacing as he could anyways.

"Hinata."

Akashi's scolding tone made Hinata stiff. He slowly stuttered out, "H-hai?"

"If you do that once more, your training will be doubled."

Hinata whined, resigned. Instead of hissing, Hinata settled to just try his best to develop a heat vision aimed at Kuroko.

Akashi huffed secretly at Hinata's childishness. "That's all, but come to the first gym for your training list. Kuroko, you on the other hand, need to figure out how to use your own specialty."

And with that, Akashi exited the cafeteria.

**.o0o.o0o.**

Hinata slammed the door to the 4th gym open, body tense and eyes darting all around the room, checking for a certain unknown entity – namely Kuroko – before he heaved a huge sigh and placed down his sports bag beside the door. When he looked up and turned around, however…

"Uwaaa!"

A certain blue haired entity was stretching his legs in the center of the gym.

"Wha- why- how! I've checked the gym!"

Kuroko merely looked up from his spot and muttered out a monotonous "Hello" before he returned to his stretches.

"Don't ignore me!"

Kuroko stood up, dusted himself, took a basketball, and started shooting, enticing a ticked brow on Hinata. He was really, really tempted to hiss in warning when the Captain's word resounded in his mind. Hinata forced the urge to hiss down, instead, Hinata's nostrils flared as he did his stretches all the while as he glared at the phantom.

Only for Hinata to lose sight of the phantom and start doing his training seriously.

Kuroko, still on the same part of the gym, had no idea how someone could have that kind of short attention span. But now, that was beside the point. Kuroko needed to figure how to use his…'specialty' as Akashi had put it. How?

Kuroko picked up the basketball and get into the basic shooting position. He shot the ball, only for the ball to bounce back after hitting the ring, causing him to sigh in disappointment.

Even if he can somehow incorporate his 'specialty' into shooting, his shooting skills are horrid. So horrid that he don't think anything can salvage it.

Kuroko watched Hinata as Hinata dribbled the ball around the court; his dribbles getting better and faster, though Kuroko can see that Hinata's dribbling skills are nowhere near Aomine's. There are still mistakes here and there, sometime Hinata would dribble it too hard, and other times he would dribble it too soft.

Perhaps he should try his hands on dribbling?

Kuroko picked up the basketball and started dribbling. He made sure the ball falls in steady thumps. He walked around, and started jogging around the court. Kuroko caught a glimpse of Hinata sprinting as he dribbled, so Kuroko tried to sprint, but the ball became unstable and rolled away.

Kuroko sighed dejectedly.

In his sprint, Hinata suddenly lost the balance of his ball and it ricocheted towards Kuroko. Kuroko immediately used his palm and slammed the ball to Hinata's chest, and Hinata caught the ball despite his surprise at having the ball returned to his direction. He even forgot that Kuroko had always been there.

Hinata froze, basketball still in his hands, looking at Kuroko in contemplation, before he grinned at Kuroko and returned to his dribbles.

Kuroko flexed his hands.

Perhaps… passing…?

"Hinata-kun, would you like to help me with something?"

**.o0o.o0o.**

Hinata guess… perhaps… that the transparent man was not that… bad…

Hinata hummed as he skipped along the road. He was feeling tired, but that did not stop him from feeling happy. He had thought his first day of training with the ghost man would be horrifying (Hinata had suspected the torture of hell, perhaps getting possessed), but instead, Ghost-san had been kind enough to pass him back the ball, even train their passing skills together.

But…

"Why does the monkey king have to follow us home, Ghost-san!"

Aomine, who had been tagging along in Hinata's and Kuroko's way home, immediately retorted back, tick mark visible on his head. "Oh? Who the hell is the one following! I've been going home with this guy," Aomine jerked his thumb in Kuroko's direction, "for longer than you have!"

"Ah!" Kuroko said in his usual deadpan, "Aomine-kun, so you don't deny that you are a monkey king?"

"Gah! Even you, Tetsu?"

In Hinata's eyes, someone who makes the monkey king look bad is listed in his good list.

"Ghost-san! I'm sorry I judged you badly before!"

In his gratitude, Hinata pounced on to Kuroko and latched to him like a leech. Perhaps, the hug Hinata is giving now can be equivalent to Momoi's famous lung crushing hugs.

Perhaps that was also the reason Kuroko was turning even paler.

"Hinata-kun, please let go of me," Kuroko said. Though he speaks in his usual monotone, there was a chocking edge that said that Kuroko won't last longer in the hug.

"Oi! Shrimp! Let go! Can't you see Tetsu turning blue?"

"What did you call me, huh?" Hinata jumped away from the pale teen and turned to the tanned one, "You monkey king!"

"What was that?" Aomine grounded out.

"Monkey King suits you very well, Aomine-kun."

"Eh? You too, Tetsu? I thought we are best buds!"

Kuroko's eye narrowed minutely, "You insult Hinata-kun's height, which means you insult me, since our heights are not that different."

"Keh!"

"And also," Kuroko continued, "Remember that Akashi-kun's and my height are not that different too."

Aomine paled.

Yep, overall, Ghost-san isn't as scary as what Hinata thought.

"Oi, Tetsu," Aomine called out as he stopped in front of a mini mart, "I need to buy something, or else Satsuki will keep on bugging me."

All three entered the mart, and Aomine lounged around the magazine section, looking reluctant to take a particular book out off the stand. He scratched his neck, looked away, and peered back to the book he needs to buy.

"What did Momoi-san ask you to buy?"

"Her…" Aomine blushed. Instead of answering Kuroko's question, Aomine settled to pointing the book Momoi asked him to buy.

It's a compilation of yaoi comics.

Hinata's face turned red at seeing 2 guys at a compromising position drawn at the cover.

"And you agreed to buy that for Momoi?" Hinata shouted in incredulity. "Don't you have a pride as a male?"

"Hai. I'm very disappointed in you, Aomine-kun," Kuroko continued, "To think someone who claims to love big boobs buy these things for someone else."

"I-I swear-I don't know!" Aomine stuttered out, "Satsuki just told me the title of the book! I don't know what it's even about!"

"Aomine…" Hinata grounded out, but he was stopped when he felt a hand on his shoulder.

"Hinata-kun," Kuroko said, "Stop it. Giving Aomine an earful will be useless. Let's just stay as far away as possible from him."

"What! Tetsu! You traitor!"

Though, as they walked away, Kuroko's eyes landed on one of the magazine's cover. Hinata seemed to notice this and asked.

"Ghost-san, you can do magic?"

Kuroko's finger traced one of the magic trick written on the magazine, ignoring Aomine's wails, he answered, "Perhaps... I do make myself disappear all the time didn't I?"

_Perhaps… _Kuroko mused, _if I can __**misdirect**__…_

**.o0o.o0o.**

"_Kuroko, 2 weeks from now on, it will be your debut as a first string member. During that time, make sure you can find your specialty. Hinata, you will play a 5 on 5 game, so come with me." _

"_I've already found it, Akashi-kun."_

"_Oh? Then I hope you don't disappoint, Kuroko."_

**.o0o.o0o.**

_2 weeks later…_

Akashi assembled the regulars and first string members as they begun their club practice. Akashi was smiling satisfactorily and Midorima was scowling, clearly unhappy with what Akashi had decided. The two rivals – Aomine and Hinata – were grinning widely, which was odd. When Aomine was happy, Hinata was always scowling; same goes the other way around. Haizaki leaned on the wall, glaring at Akashi and the first string members huddled in front of Akashi distastefully. Murasakibara, as usual, was munching on his snacks on one of the benches.

"Today we will be having even more members to be promoted as regulars." Akashi started.

The members who had been questioning each other were immediately silent.

"The first to have this promotion is Hinata Shouyo. Congratulations."

There was a round of applause which seemed forced – one of the signs of Teikou's basketball club member's strong competitiveness between each other – as Hinata dazed off.

"YESSSS!" Hinata grinned when he processed what Akashi said and jumped towards Momoi, who was about to give out Hinata's uniform. Hinata snatched the package and ripped the plastic apart. He quickly unfolded the jersey, and then tilted his head questioningly.

"Why give me number 14?"

Momoi smiled and answered. "Last year, Captain Nijimura used number 4, Akashi used the number 9 and the rest of the regulars used the number 10, 11, 12 and 13. All of them changed their numbers this year, though. Since you just entered, Akashi gave you the number 14."

Hinata looked at the jersey with starry eyes. Did Captain give him the number 14 so that he will continue Teikou's strong legacy?

Hinata grinned and inhaled the smell of the jersey deeply…

Only to choke at the smell of bleach the piece of cloth gave out.

"The next one who will be having this promotion will be… third string member, Kuroko Tetsuya."

The sound of whispers broke out. Some was wondering who or where this 'Kuroko Tetsuya' is, others stating the sheer incredulity at having a third string suddenly becoming a regular.

"Kuroko?" Akashi called out, staring at a spot among the first strings, "If you will show yourself."

There was silence as many looked around for someone unfamiliar, until a voice suddenly said, coming from the first string members.

"Uhmm... Excuse me, I'm right here."

Heads whipped around to see said teal haired teen.

"GYAAAAk!"

"UWAAAAAA!"

"Since when are you there!"

"G-ghost!"

Murasakibara stopped momentarily from crunching his Pocky, Momoi's clipboard almost fell and Midorima almost let the pot in his hand – his lucky item of the day – fall into pieces to the ground. Hinata would've shouted together with them, but he was still busy admiring his uniform to actually care whatever is happening outside of his small world.

"That will be all," Akashi concluded, "Momoi, please oversee their training. We will be having a small match at the end."

"Hai, hai," Momoi smiled as she whipped out her whistle and blow, "30 laps as warm up! Go! No one will be lagging behind. Start!"

"30 laps?" Kuroko repeated in incredulous yet monotone tone.

"Don't worry, Ghost-san," Hinata grinned, "You should be able to handle it. I don't even mind running 50 laps right now."

"Of course you don't." Kuroko deadpanned as he stared at Hinata's smile, complete with flowers and sparkles of happiness, "You're still happy at the promotion."

"Hi-chan! Extra 20 laps for you!"

"Eh? That's unfair, Momoi-san!"

"You said you don't mind. Now start running!"

Hinata sniffed as he followed the rest. "Hai…"

**.o0o.o0o.**

"Huff… huff… huff…"

"Go, Ghost-san! You are in the 19th lap! You can…"

Kuroko collapsed.

"…do it." Hinata finished lamely. He stopped his run and stared down at the collapsed form of his ghostly companion. Hinata looked around, stared down once more, and looked around.

"Etoo… What should I do?

Just then, Midorima jogged into Hinata's direction, staring down at the orange haired boy. "Momoi will not be pleased if she saw you stopping during your run."

Which, in Midorima's tsundere language, means '_Why did you stop running?"_

"Eto… Midorima-sempai, what should I do when someone collapsed?"

"I don't see anyone collapsing."

Hinata stared blankly at his sempai and pointed at the ground beside him, where Kuroko laid face first to the ground.

Midorima chocked at the 'sudden appearance' of the blue haired teen.

"Okay, first, you carry him to a bench and lay him down. Get some wet towel and place it on his forehead, then,,,"

"Tch!" A voice suddenly interrupted Midorima. Hinata turned around and saw Haizaki nearby, "I can't believe someone with non-existent stamina managed to become a regular. Akashi must have gotten old and blind."

Hinata narrowed his eyes at the tanned teen.

"Oh? Getting defensive, aren't you?" Haizaki cracked his knuckles.

"Go back to practice, Haizaki, or I'll report to Akashi."

Haizaki clicked his tongue in annoyance at what Midorima said. "Tattle tale," he said, before he continued with his laps.

Hinata kneeled beside Kuroko and slung his arm around his shoulder, intending to carry the unconscious teen to the nearby bench, but the pale teen groaned and stirred.

"Ghost-san! Are you okay?"

"Ugh…" Kuroko groaned once more as he held his stomach, "I feel sick."

Midorima paled. "Hinata! Quickly get away from him before he-"

"Gyaaaa!"

Too late, Kuroko had emptied his stomach.

"…puke…"

Midorima promptly adjusted his glasses and continued with his run, not wanting to get involved in cleaning the mess.

**.o0o.o0o.**

Hinata, now changed into the clean clothes Akashi lent him, was finishing his laps in a foul mood.

Kuroko, now also changed into clean clothes, tried his best to keep up with the others as they run their laps.

Hinata ran ahead of the others, intending to finish his laps quicker, leaving Kuroko to Aomine, who had been hovering around Kuroko.

"Come on, Tetsu! You can do it!"

"Run in your own pace, Kuroko," Akashi interrupted before he faced Aomine, "And I would be pleased if you are not using Kuroko as a reason to lag in your practices."

Aomine immediately ran ahead of Kuroko, not wanting to anger Akashi.

"Geez, who does he think he is?"

"That newbie."

"Is he so pathetic that Akashi can't help but pity him?"

"Alright!" A man's voice boomed out through a mega phone. "Everyone! Assemble!"

Hinata's head tilted questioningly as the other first string members assembled in front of said man. Hinata settled beside Midorima, looking up to him in an unasked question. Midorima, knowing what Hinata was wondering about, answered with a sigh.

"That's Kozo Shirogane, also known as Coach Shiroga. He has some business to attend to in the past month, so you haven't met him. It will be in your best interest to listen to him as he will be punishing you with more training menus if you don't. His other name is…" Midorima looked slightly hesitant to mention said nick name, but he said it anyway for the sake of his kohai, "…Demon Coach."

"Thank you, Midorima for introducing me to our newest member." The coach smiled as his voice boomed through the megaphone. Midorima flinched and looked away. "Just for that you are safe from extra 50 laps for calling me Demon Coach."

Midorima's shoulder sagged in relieve when he heard this.

"But!" Coach Shiroga continued, making Midorima's shoulder tense at whatever he was about to say. "The next time I hear this from your mouth, it will be 200 laps for you, understand?"

Hinata gaped. How does that even work? From 50 into 200? Really?

"Yes, sir!"

Hinata nodded, finally understanding why Coach was called Demon Coach.

"Now!" Coach continued, "Our newly promoted members, if you will please come to the front?"

Hinata stepped forward, inwardly noting that Aomine was pushing Kuroko to the front.

When the Coach's eyes landed on Kuroko, his eyes lit with recognition. "Ah! Kuroko! I never would've thought you are one of those with special skills! Had Akashi not been here, I would've completely missed you! I'll have to apologize for dismissing you rudely before."

Kuroko nodded tersely, the image of the Coach suggesting him to just quit basketball replaying in his mind.

"And you!" Coach averted his gaze to the orange head, "I've heard of your match with our ace right here. Not bad, not bad. A little bit rough on the edges, perhaps a little clumsy too, but it can be fixed by time and experience. Though, what disappointed me the most was that you were not as tall as I imagined you to be."

Coach Shirogane had to admit that when he heard of a first year being able to go toe to toe with Aomine, he had imagined someone with Aomine-like attitude and height, at the least, taller than Akashi, not this… short orange stuff that was standing and fidgeting under his gaze. Though his short height means a lot for his skill, Coach Shirogane won't be sure who will be stronger had Hinata had the same height as Aomine.

Hinata hid his annoyance at that last comment.

"For the practice game line up, it will be…" Coach hummed in thought, "how about we put our new members against each other?"

Akashi nodded. "That was what I was thinking. Also, I'll be watching in the side lines, but I have made a compromise with Murasakibara to play."

"Then, Kuroko, Aomine, Murasakibara, Jiro and Masamune will be in one team. The other team will be Hinata, Midorima, Haizaki, Yuu and Higurashi.

Haizaki!

Hinata gaped. After all that trouble earlier, he wanted Hinata to play with Haizaki!

Midorima frowned as he adjusted his glasses and Haizaki clicked his tongue.

Safe to say when the game started, the whole court was baffled at the constant disappearance of the ball as Hinata smirked knowingly.

(Hinata spent two weeks practicing with Kuroko under Akashi's tutelage, which means only the captain, and Hinata knew of what Kuroko is capable of. Hinata had experienced the full brunt of Kuroko's power, and no, he does not like that at all.)

Though Hinata was rather jealous to see Aomine working well with Kuroko (He was the one who know how Kuroko plays the best, damn it!). Aomine had been shocked at the beginning when he received anonymous pass, though he grinned when he realized it was actually Kuroko.

Haizaki spent his time taunting Aomine and Hinata as they tried to show off their moves by copying said moves.

"_Ah… What the hell? You call this move cool? I can easily copy this. Do better next time."_

"_What? Grrrr… Look at this!" When Hinata got the ball, Hinata ducked as low as possible, made a turn to avoid the ball getting stolen, and did a layup._

"_Tch! That's simple! Look at this! Oryaaa!" When Aomine got the ball, he made a dunk._

"_Gah!" Hinata gasped, not believing that someone is able to do a dunk before he could._

_Haizaki smirked. He cut in when Midorima was about to receive a pass. "Look at me!" he shouted as he did a similar dunk to Aomine._

_Haizaki received three pairs of murderous glare from Aomine, Hinata and Midorima._

"_That's it. I can't stand this childishness." And with that, Midorima stole a ball meant for Murasakibara and threw a 3 point._

_Murasakibara whined. "Eh… Mido-chin, that's unfair… I was about to do a dunk… Akashi promised to buy me the new taste of Pocky…"_

_Murasakibara was still skulking at his place when he received a sudden pass. He looked to the source and saw the teal haired teen smiling. "Eh… Thanks, Kuro-chin… now I can have the Pocky…"_

"_Oi! Kuroko!" Aomine shouted, "Pass to me too! I'm going to show that Haizaki bastard!"_

"_It's not good to call your team mate a bastard, Aomine-kun."_

"_Ghost-san! Pass to me too! I'm going to make Aomine and Haizaki grovel at my feet too!"_

"_Eh… No… You're on the opponent's team, Hinata-kun."_

All in all, it was a game of chaos to be remembered, with the regulars competing with one another and the 4 first string members running around like headless chicken.

(Kuroko passed out after the game, and Akashi made note to make a training menu to increase said stamina.)


	5. Yellow after Orange

**X. Yellow after Orange**

The others probably don't know, but Hinata had been sneaking around entering clubs other than basketball and gymnastics club just for the heck of it.

Okay, perhaps Momoi knew about it, since nothing escapes from Momoi. That girl ran the rumor mill of the school, so it doesn't surprise Hinata. The captain might also know of it, since Akashi _is_ the captain. If Akashi was not informed by Momoi, then he would have found it his own way. Matsuri-san might also know it since she stumbled over Hinata when she was visiting the Archery Club and found him failing spectacularly.

_Hinata was aiming the target, bow held in his hand. He pulled the arrow back, stretching the string like how the captain of the Archery Club had instructed him, and released it. The arrow swerved to the side, into the general direction of the door. Just then, the door opened, revealing the black haired gymnastic captain._

"_Ya-chan! Where's my Literature notebook? I'm about to have a test-"_

_SWISH!_

_And the arrow swerved past beside her head, her hair moving slightly due to the wind._

_JLEB!_

_And the arrow embedded itself on the wall behind Matsuri-san._

_Matsuri's eyes immediately darted towards Hinata, killing intent so visible that Hinata had turned as stiff as board and as pale as paper._

"_Tuesday, after school, prepare yourself. I'm going to make you do things you never thought you can do."_

_Hinata gulped in fear. He stayed stiff even after Matsuri smiled to this 'Ya-chan' and went out with a notebook in hand._

Wrestling Club, perhaps, was the most memorable. The captain of said club paired him with one of their members. The member tried to throw him over his own shoulder, but every time they did it, Hinata had made it a point to land on the ground using his legs or hands, or perhaps both, no matter how strong they throw him, no matter how many spins he made in the air, and no matter how impossible it seems.

It escalated to a competition of Who Can Throw Hinata and Make Him Fall.

None did, but the closest one to make him fall was the vice-captain of the wrestling club. Hinata was forced to land with his hand on the floor to shield his head and one of his legs high in the air. Let's not forget that Hinata landed on his right side.

(How Hinata got himself into the position, though, was a mystery. Even with some of the members recording the contest to their phones, Hinata still did not know how.)

The most boring, perhaps, was the Volley Ball Club. Hinata scowled at how… spiritless the members were. It was as if… every member there believed that they are going to lose no matter what. They entered the clubs just for the sake of entering. They don't really play volley either. They just sit and chat.

Hinata had directly stormed out of the room right then and there just because of that.

Perhaps being a weak club in a school like Teikou had dampened their moral, but that does not excuse them!

Even the Track Team had them beat! And Hinata was mostly interested in sports like soccer or basket or (maybe) tennis or volley (if the members are actually playing).

(When Hinata visited the Track Team, the captain of Track Team invited members of the Equestrian Club – Hinata really had no idea that Teikou actually has such a high budget club. Perhaps he should try it out? – to compete with them. Basically, the Track Team members competed with horses for their training. The members of Equestrian Club had fun smacking the Track Team on the back to force them to run. Hinata winced as he remembered the pain he experienced on his butt, and he made sure that the next time he visits the Track Team, there will be no Equestrian Club nearby.)

So, yeah… the others probably do not know.

Now, Hinata was visiting the soccer club in one of their morning practices due to Hanamura's insistence – yes, his talkative friend, who seemed to be running most of the first year's rumors, also knew.

"Damn! Hinata! You're early!" Hanamura shouted as he jogged towards him. "I told you that you may come late, since soccer practice starts at 5 in the dawn!"

"Eh? It's nothing. I usually wake up early to jog."

"Your basketball morning practice?"

"Captain said that I may rest the morning practice for a while as a gift since I made it to regular's team faster than he expected."

"R-regular! Are you insane? That's a monster basketball team!" Hanamura exclaimed, "Senpai! I've dug myself a gem!"

A shoe came flying to Hanamura's face.

"Hanamura! Shut up!" the captain of the soccer team stomped towards Hinata, "Can't you see I'm organizing the team?"

"But Captain…" Hanamura whined, "My friend is a Basketball Club's regular! Do you think I can stay still and shut up?"

The captain scoffed as he took his thrown shoe. "Hmph! Enough of that bluffing. It's not like you know any of those second year geniuses."

"But I know a first year regular!" Hanamura countered as he swung his arm around Hinata's neck, "He is one!"

The shoe fell down once again to the ground as the captain gaped. "T-transfer student?"

And that was how the Five of the Genius Regulars of Teikou became Six, with Kuroko somehow forgotten into the dust.

**.o0o.o0o.**

Still in the Soccer Club's morning practice, though the sun has arisen high in the sky, and they were at the school grounds, doing their usual drill of keeping the ball in the air with their feet. Hinata tried to remember the right term for it – juggling? That seems wrong…

Hinata had immediately failed at the first 10 juggles, so he had sit out of the drill and watched them from the sidelines.

"Eh…" Hanamura commented, "they look cool when they juggle like that, don't they?"

"Hanamura!" Hinata shouted in surprise, "You are part of the soccer club! How can you fail!"

"Shut up! Not everyone is a genius! The other first years also failed!" Hanamura retorted, "How can sport geniuses like you fail? You're not as genius as I thought."

Hinata's eyebrow twitched. It can't be helped! He never really played soccer seriously!

"You look at that blondie?" Hanamura asked, pointing his finger to the blond near the soccer ace, doing the soccer drill. "He is Kise Ryouta, pretty famous I might say. A model and a sport genius. He is not part of the soccer club. Haa… I'm jealous… girls are flogging him."

"Eh? Then why is he here?"

"Just when we are about to start the drill, he entered the school and asked to join the next drill for fun. Believe it or not, this is his first time juggling the soccer ball."

"Heeh?" Hinata observed the blonde, who was juggling for perhaps the 50th time alongside the soccer ace. "He doesn't seem like it…"

"That's genius for you. Shall you introduce yourself to him as fellow genius?"

Hinata stared at the blonde as he kicked the ball up to the air while winking to the side, where a group of girls were watching, making the girls squeal an ear-piercing-high-pitched sound that made Hinata wince.

"No." Hinata deadpanned, "He seems too flowery and sparkly to be strong."

"Harsh, Hinata, harsh."

Even though Hinata said that, he can't help but look back at the blond as he and Hanamura walked away.

**.o0o.o0o.**

Kise hummed happily as he walked towards the basketball club where Aomine-chi was playing, ignoring the red bump on his head caused by Aomine-chi's stray balls when Kise first met him.

Kise slammed the door open, shouting a loud greeting of, "Good Afternoon!" before he entered the room of now filled with shocked first string players. Kise approached a pink haired girl who was supervising some players – he deduced that she is the manager – and asked if he can join the basketball club. The girl – now known as Momoi – said that he may if someone named Akashi allowed him to, and then sent someone to send the message to 'Akashi'.

Does that mean he had to pass some sort of test?

Well, he will just have to find out… so… for now, he will just challenge some random people in basketball. Perhaps, by some sort of sheer dumb luck, he may find someone like Aomine-chi, someone who he is unable to copy moves from.

If so, then perhaps, the rumors of Teikou's Monster Basketball are true. 5 genius first-year-now-second-year regulars with 5 different abilities, and Aomine-chi was just one of them.

Kise grinned when he realized that he might found someone capable of challenging him in sports.

Kise watched as one of the first string players attempted to do a dunk and failed.

"Damn it!" cursed the player. "How the heck did Aomine do it!"

"Better luck next time bro," commented his friend, "You're still far from the ring."

Of course he won't be able to dunk! Kise huffed. Aomine-chi is clearly special, as expected to those who received his nickname, how could someone with mediocre moves like that hope to be like Aomine-chi?

BANG!

The gym door banged opened, and Kise flinched in shock.

"Momoi-san!" "Satsuki!"

Isn't one of the voices Aomine-chi's?

Kise hadn't even had the time to turn around when he could feel two separate rush of winds passing him.

"Satsuki!" Aomine-chi said when he stood in front of the pink haired manager. "Akashi has a message regarding the new recruit –ugh!"

The orange haired shortie that had been running with Aomine-chi elbowed him in the gut and pushed Aomine-chi aside, before he said, "Captain wants him to go against some – Ow!"

Aomine-chi smacked the shorter boy on his head and interrupted, "The new recruit needs to go against first – ugh! Damn it! Will you stop that, shrimp!"

Hinata had tackled Aomine and was clinging on to Aomine like a koala would as Hinata pulled Aomine's hair. Aomine flailed at the sudden weight and – damn – Kise winced because Aomine-chi's scalp must be in a huge amount of pain.

And let's not forget that Aomine-chi might go bald. If Kise suddenly became bald, Kise knew for sure that his manager will have a heart attack, and his fans would go on a killing spree.

"No!" the orange haired boy shouted, still holding tightly onto Aomine-chi's hair, "Let me speak, you gorilla!"

"Damn it! I was the one who spoke first!"

"But I was closer to Momoi!"

Kise watched as the debate – childish scuffle? – lasted. He watched as Momoi slowly losing her patience and suddenly ordered them to sit, with a threat of double training amount.

Both of them sat on the ground, like a dog.

Momoi started speaking in what Kise dubbed as the 'lecture tone' that his manager often use, "I know you guys are competitive against each other, but please do not get physical. You are athletes! "

Wait, what? Aomine-chi was competing against that… shrimp?

Kise rubbed his ears, making sure that, yes, his hearing was fine.

Momoi continued, "Akashi must've somehow baited you two into this and made it into competition. Hah… now what was his message regarding Kise-san?"

"Captain said that..." "He wants…"

Both glared at each other when they realized the other were speaking at the same time as him. Momoi, realizing the rising tension, immediately used her clipboard to bonk both of the boys' heads.

"That's enough!" Momoi said, "Hi-chan, what is Akashi's message?"

"Oi! Satsuki! Why did you choose him over me!" Aomine shouted indignantly.

Ignoring Aomine, the shorter boy answered, "Captain wants the new recruit to go against first strings."

"Tell Akashi that I'm arranging it. Kise-san!" Momoi suddenly shouted, and Kise flinched at the high pitch that reminds him strongly of fan girls, "Warm up for a short game, please, you are going against a first-string!"

"Hai, hai." Kise answered.

The two boys turned around and saw Kise starting his warm up. Hinata had a blank expression as he stared at Kise, muttering a low "…it's flowery man…"

Kise just smiled his million volts smile that is a magnet of fan girls and greeted, ignoring Hinata standing to the side, "Hello, Aomine-chi! I'm joining the basketball club!"

"Oi! What's up with that name! We just met this morning!"

Hinata was snickering to the side at Kise's nickname to Aomine.

Aomine elbowed him.

"Eh? What's wrong with that nickname?" Kise asked innocently, "I add –chi to the names of people I respect!"

Hinata was really, really, tempted to stay behind and watch the match. Even if Hinata openly declared that this blond is weak, too flowery to properly play, Hinata could sense something strong inside him, just like his sempais.

Hinata silently wondered what this blond – Kise, was it? – will be good at.

Midorima-sempai was crazy good and accurate with his shots. Ghost-sempai is being ghost. Captain has this charisma that made Hinata immediately want to follow him. Haizaki, a bastard that he is, was actually good at following other people's moves. Murasakibara is just sooo tall. Hinata just had to wonder what will this Kise be good at.

An image of Kise only in Teikou's basketball uniform pants, making poses that made the opponents distracted came to his mind. Hinata shuddered and quickly throw that thought out of the window.

No, he does not need _that_ kind of thoughts, thank you very much. This was all Aomine's fault for buying yaoi comics!

"You two!" Momoi called to Hinata and Aomine, "Won't Akashi be angry if you stay here? Return to your practice!"

"Hai!"

**.o0o.o0o.**

_The next day…_

"Kise Ryouta. You will be part of the first-string."

"H-hai," Kise can't help but answer with a stutter. The man in front of him – this man called Akashi – has a presence that demands respect.

So this is the captain.

"You will have someone tutor you."

"Eh?" The orange haired boy – now Kise knew his name is Hinata – tilted his head, "So it was someone like Captain and Midorima-senpai to me?"

"You may say so, Hinata." Akashi answered.

"Then, who will be his tutor?" Hinata asked excitedly, before he became serious and growled at Kise, "Midorima-sempai is my tutor."

If by 'Midorima-sempai', he was referring to a certain green-haired glasses man wearing a pair of bunny ear as he was admonishing Aomine-chi for almost ruining said bunny ear, then Kise would better quit this club rather than getting taught by that eccentric man.

If Akashi-san wants someone to mentor Kise, it would probably be Aomine-chi, right? Kise can't copy Aomine, Akashi-san is too busy, and Kise can't imagine the other regulars he knew mentoring anyone, so it's the only logical choice.

"Your mentor will be…" Akashi paused, rising the tension in Kise, because his mentor will surely be Aomine-chi, "Kuroko Tetsuya."

"EH?"

"Ghost-sempai?" Hinata perked up from his practice set. "Ghost-sempai will be a teacher?"

Kise paled. Akashi is asking a ghost to be a mentor? Kise calmed himself down. 'Ghost' was probably just a nickname. His tutor is just as humane as he is.

"Ghost-sempai!" Hinata shouted for the whole gym to hear, "I don't know if you are here or not, but you became a mentor! Congratulations!"

Kise paled even further. Hinata doesn't know where this… Kuroko is, even going as far as addressing the whole gym. Is he really invisible? Is he really… a… ghost?

"Yes, Hinata, thank you."

Kise suddenly heard a new voice from beside him. He slowly creaked his neck, because he swore no one was there before.

Calm blue eyes met with fearful yellow irises.

"Hello," said the recipient of the blue eyes.

"Hyaaa!"

"Ghost-sempai!"

"Yo! Tetsu!"

Midorima adjusted his glasses to hide how shocked he actually was. "Your reappearance is unnerving as always."

"You left Murasakibara behind, Kuroko," Akashi stated, finding no signs of the purple head.

"He is buying some snacks and will be here shortly."

Just then, the door opened, and the purple haired giant entered the gym as he munched on a pocky stick.

"Sorry, I'm late," Murasakibara apologized, though he does not look the least bit repentant.

Kise looked over this Kuroko and cringed inwardly in distaste. He looks weak, and he is short, though not as short as Hinata-san.

Kise vaguely wondered why a short person like Hinata and Kuroko was even in the team. Hinata seems like a student of Midorima, so perhaps he is learning on how to shoot 3-pointers? But he, a model and sport genius Kise Ryouta, being a student to this weak looking person? Kise doesn't even know that the basketball club has this mentor-student system!

"Please treat him with respect, Kise," Akashi said, as if he knew what Kise is thinking.

When the practice started, despite what Akashi said, Kise kept his eyes on the teal-haired teen and listed a long list of why Kuroko is unfit to be his mentor. _He is weak. His stamina is pathetic. He is weak. He can't do a proper unguarded lay-up. He is weak. He is short. The regulars were clearly a better choice._

He kept acting polite towards Kuroko though. But when Kuroko's back was turned, he started complaining like there is no tomorrow. Aomine-chi admonished for saying those kinds of things about his friend.

"Tetsu loves basketball," Aomine-chi had said, "He will be a good mentor. His skills are otherworldly. Don't underestimate him."

Kise have had the urge to bang his head to a nearby wall.

His first mission after he entered the basketball club:

_Find out more about this Kuroko._

**.o0o.o0o.**

Hinata stretched his sore body – it was an unspoken protocol in the club, but every member, once they are done with their practice, needs to stretch by themselves before Akashi assembled them. Hinata stared at Kise silently, before he returned to pulling the muscles in his arms.

Then he stared at Kise again, and then back again to his stretches.

"Calm down."

Hinata flinched when he realized someone not Ghost-sempai standing beside him. Even he himself was surprised that he didn't realize that there was a normal person (not Ghost-sempai) standing beside him. It was even more shocking since Hinata can't possibly miss _this_ sort charismatic presence.

Captain.

Hinata stared at the red head, and then back at the blond.

"You're not allowed to go against Kise." Akashi said, "At least, not yet."

Hinata looked at the ground, down-trodden.

"In a few days, perhaps," Akashi said, "After yours and Kuroko's first practice match."

Hinata perked up at the mention of a practice match.

"Oh yeah!" Hinata suddenly remembered something from the earlier conversation, "Captain! Would you like to hang out with us after practice? Some sort of welcoming for Kise-san. Gori- I mean – Aomine, Momoi-san, Ghost-sempai and Kise-kun will be joining. Murasakibara will be joining for the food. Midorima-sempai can't join us though, since he is busy…"

Akashi scoffed inwardly, knowing for sure that a certain green haired tsundere would be stalking them, too shy to actually say that he actually wanted to join them.

"And I've placed the papers from the principal to the Student Council and had the council members sort it out! So will you have the time, Captain?"

Akashi smiled gratefully. "Thank you, Hinata. Since my work load for the day as the Council President had decreased, I have the time, but I'll need to leave before dinner."

Hinata grinned, then shouted, "Ahomine! Captain agreed to come along! Midorima-sempai! Are you sure you don't want to come? We will be short by one person!"

Akashi shook his head at the chocked sound Aomine made, knowing that Aomine is thinking something along the lines of '_That crazy Captain is going? How could we have some fun!_' and Akashi had to pinch the bridge of his nose at Midorima's expression of anguish when he thought no one was looking.

Goodness. He needs to drill mannerisms to Murasakibara and kindness to Haizaki. Then he needs to teach etiquette to Aomine and subtlety to Hinata. Now he needs to teach Midorima honesty and Kise seems to need a lesson regarding passion – which will be handled by Kuroko.

Even if his work as Student Council President had decreased, he still had to take care of his Basketball Club members, and God knows just how troublesome they are.


	6. Investigation

**VI. Investigation**

Kise scowled as he watched the shortest of the group as he pounced around Akashi and Midorima, lashing out at Aomine-chi when he placed a rather offending comment about the orangenette's elementary-like body stature.

The boy kept on talking and talking, leading the conversation round and round, the others put their occasional two cents in.

"So in the practice earlier I went like 'fuwaaa!' and 'swooosh!' but I was like 'aaaahh!' because I almost had the 'Ba-BAM!'! So the ball went 'shoooo!' to the ground without entering the ring!"

Murasakibara kept on munching whatever snacks in his hand as Akashi, who seems to be the only one who understood Hinata, translated from Hinata-esse, "Congratulations on almost doing a dunk, Hinata. Should I increase your leg training?"

Hinata paled, but Akashi ignored him and continued, "The leg training will increase your jumping power, so that you can slam the ball into the ring. I supposed you need it, so I offered. Perhaps your jump will be higher than Aomine's."

Aomine scoffed. "As if."

But Hinata, too engrossed in his imagination of Aomine bowing to his feet on the ground, immediately took to the bait. "Hai! Give me the training, please!"

Akashi smirked.

Kise just scoffed. No way can he beat Aomine-chi.

"And remember that the regulars will be staying back tomorrow for extra training. You may join if you want to, Kise," Akashi reminded, "But, you, Hinata, will be going to the Gymnastics, and you, Kuroko, will be helping a second string practice match. I expect victory, Kuroko."

"Gah! That's not fair!" Aomine complained. "You guys are off to do your own things, yet the rest of the regulars will be stuck with grueling training!"

Kise's ears perked. _The rest… of the regulars…?_

Did he hear that wrong?

"Kuro-chin… " Murasakibara started.

"Hai, hai," Kuroko said, "Buy some snacks for you, right Murasakibara-kun?"

Murasakibara nodded.

Kise plastered a smile on his lips. "Ne, ne, who are the basketball club's regulars? I've been wondering, since there are Akashi, Midorima, Murasakibara, Aomine-chi… who are the others?"

"Haaah?" Aomine looked at Kise incredulously. "You don't know? Everyone here other than you is a regular, you know?"

Everyone…

So the orange haired shrimp and blue haired ghost is a regular…

So Hinata and Kuroko is a regular…

"Eh?"

Kise's eyes darted to Hinata, taking in the small body, naïve smile, and thin limbs, and then he stared at Kuroko, observing the clearly too weak and too pale ghost player.

"EEEEHHH!?"

"I want to buy some snacks," Murasakibara said as he ignored the hyperventilating Kise, looking forlornly at the supermarket they are about to pass.

"I want to eat ice sticks," Aomine commented.

Akashi showed his disapproval, "It's almost dinner time, Murasakibara, Aomine, it's unhealthy to snack now."

"Come on! Akashi!" Aomine protested as he suddenly grabbed Kise's arm. Kise squawked indignantly, but was ignored by Aomine. "A 'welcome' to the group kind of thing for Kise! So he'll be treating us!"

"Wha- Aomine-chi! Who said I am going to treat anyone?"

"If Kise-kun is treating, then I don't mind." A monotone voice suddenly said, "But I want vanilla."

"Uwaa!" Kise shouted, not expecting anyone to suddenly appear beside Aomine. The ghost man was just right behind Akasho earlier!

"I don't mind ice stick," Murasakibara mumbled.

Akashi finally relented. "Fine. Murasakibara, Kise and Aomine, go in and buy what you need. The three of us will be waiting outside."

"Three?"

Hinata counted Murasakibara, Kise and Aomine are three, then the leftover is only him and Akashi, only two, so where does a third one comes from? Midorima-sempai can't come… Could it be – Hinata gasped – that irritating Haizaki is actually coming along?

"I see a bunny ear poking out of the racks in the supermarket." Akashi said drily, his prediction coming true.

"Eh?"

The glass door of the supermarket opened, and out comes the green haired teen.

"What a surprise to see you here." Midorima said as he adjusted his glasses, one of his hands holding a sharp butcher knife. "I was buying tomorrow's lucky item."

Akashi stared at Midorima passively, exasperated at the transparent lie. Midorima just came out because Akashi noticed him, he would've continued stalking them if Akashi did not reveal Midorima's position.

"Midorima-sempai!" Hinata shouted in glee, "Do you want ice stick? Kise-san is treating!"

"Hmph! How unhealthy, but for this time, I'll allow it if the flavor is red bean."

"Doesn't this place seem familiar, Hinata-kun?" Kuroko asked as he surveyed the minimart once more.

"Eh? Really?" Hinat looked over the mart. "I don't recall. We went to a lot of minimarts, so I never remembered."

"Ah," Kuroko's eyes lit with recognition, "This was the mart where Aomine bought _that_."

"That? What 'that'?" Hinata questioned, before his eyes lit with recognition, accompanied with a mischievous glint, "Ooooh! I remember!"

"What are you talking about?" Aomine asked.

"Nothing much," Kuroko said in his monotone, "It was just that he bought some manga with– Mfff!"

Aomine immediately used his hand to cover Kuroko's mouth, finally knowing what Kuroko and Hinata meant. Midorima and Murasakibara were slightly intrigued, but Midorima tried to remain impassive. Akashi just stared on with a raise eyebrow.

"Bought what? A manga with yuri content? I won't be surprised."

Hinata came to Kuroko's rescue by finishing Kuroko's sentence.

"No! Aomine bought compilations of yaoi comics!"

Midorima froze and the butcher knife fell off his hand, almost stabbing his feet. Murasakibara paused in his munching. Kise immediately rubbed away the parts that Aomine touched and used Murasakibara as a shield against Aomine. Heck, even Akashi blinked in surprise!

"I never knew you are interested in the same gender, Aomine," Akashi commented with a mischievous glint, as he was the fastest to recover, "Should I watch out for a sexual assault from you?"

"No! I am not-" Aomine tried to deny in panic, but was interrupted by Murasakibara.

"Ehh… Aka-chin… Didn't Aomine say that he is into big boobs?"

"Perhaps that was a lie to make us lower our guards," Akashi reasoned. "I never knew you are this… sly…"

"That's because I'm not a homo!"

Kise was in turmoil himself, because Aomine-chi was actually like that! How can he live knowing that at one point of his life, he had admired someone that ignored their… genders?

Hinata snickered at Aomine's predicament. Beside Hinata, Kuroko was still panting for air, having just released himself from Aomine's strong grip, a ghost of smile painted on his face.

Midorima was too shocked to say anything.

**.o0o.o0o.**

"I told you I'm not interested in those kinds of things!"

"Of course, of course," Akashi said as he licked his green tea flavor ice stick. All of them were in the minimart's front, lounging around as they ate their snacks, "You do realize that I have nothing against gays? I, myself, am quite open to both genders, as long as I'm on the top, of course."

"Akashi!" Midorima shouted in surprise, the red bean ice stick in his hand almost fell to the ground. He noticed that Akashi was using his 'teasing tone', but the contents were too disturbing. It was not something middle school students should discuss, that much Midorima (being the son of a doctor) knew.

Aomine spluttered. "That's not what I meant!"

"Ehh…" Murasakibara hummed in thought, "I don't mind being with guys either if they can bake sweets… Then I can have endless supply of sweets."

Midorima coughed, while, being the model that he is, Kise's imagination went far ahead and an image of the purple haired giant licking chocolate from a random person came to his mind.

Kise blushed furiously and banged his head to the nearby wall to get the image out. Kise remembered his manager saying that a boy with boy photos will sell even better, but he is not going to give it a try in his real love live.

"'the top'?" Hinata parroted questioningly, tilting his head to the side to show his confusion. "What are you talking about?"

There was a silence as the sophomores realized that there is one innocent person in their mist.

"You don't know?" Aomine shouted incredulously, "How can you not?"

"Well," Akashi started, "What I meant by being the top is when-"

"Akashi!" Midorima shouted in panic, "Don't tell him!"

"You interrupted me while I speak, Midorima," Akashi stated with a little malice.

"Don't ruin his innocence!" Midorima screamed back to save his junior. Kise had a feeling that this will be how a husband and wife fight, with Akashi as an all-business father, and Midorima as the protective mother.

Kise vaguely wondered if the minds of all the basketball club regulars are this… dirty…

"I do not." Akashi stated, "I was just stating facts so that Hinata will be able to understand."

"He will not understand what you are speaking about! So don't explain anything!"

"But then Hinata also needs to receive the _talk_."Akashi countered, "We can't just leave him as clueless as that."

The debate between the two continued as Hinata watched it like a badminton match. Kuroko watched as Aomine tried to join in to disperse any notion of him being a gay, the vanilla ice stick in his hand almost finished.

Kuroko was about to throw the stick away to a nearby trash can when he saw a 'prize' printed on the stick. He sighed, feeling that it was a waste to just throw it away, but he didn't want the prize either.

Kuroko spotted Teikou's Basketball Club regular manager, Momoi, sighing about how she wanted an ice cream. Kuroko took out a tissue and wiped the stick clean, before approaching Momoi, offering the stick to her.

"Sorry, I don't need this, so you can have it."

Momoi huffed when Kuroko disappeared; annoyed that she was given a trash, until she saw the 'prize' printed on it.

"OMG! A prize!"

Aomine, noticing Momoi's familiar voice, immediately chocked. "Keh! Momoi is here! This was all her fault! I'm going to sue her!"

Sensing that her woman's intuition was faring brightly at an Aomine-like insult, Momoi used her bag and threw it to the direction that was nagging her most, which means Aomine's direction. The bag hit right at Aomine's head.

"Ahomine! What are you thinking, huh?" Momoi challenged, "Do you think I wouldn't know, huh?"

"Gah! The heck!"

And another pair started an argument. With two arguments running simultaneously at both of his side, one regarding Hinata's innocence, the other with Momoi lashing out at Aomine with high pitched noises, Kuroko easily covered his ear to draw out the voices. Murasakibara kept on munching his snacks, his ice stick finished. Kise was watching on, rather uneasy because he didn't know what to do.

"Help! Robber!" a voice suddenly shouted. A motor suddenly zoomed past them, a hand purse held in the motorist's right hand.

"You know what to do." Akashi easily stated as he licked his ice stick.

Kise panicked. What the heck should he do! How can Akashi just say that and be done with it!

Aomine had immediately dashed forward, chasing the motor with the speed he used in basketball. "Damn you bastard! That's low!"

"I'm going to get you!" Hinata shouted to the motorist, slightly behind Aomine due to his short legs.

Kise practically panicked when he realized Midorima was weighing the butcher knife in his hands and was aiming it at the motorist. He gaped in shock as the butcher knife left Midorima's hands, spinning and spinning in the air as it slowly descended to the motorist's helm. The handle of the knife hit the helm and bounced back, causing the motorist to swerve slightly to the side.

And it was all Aomine needed to get to the front of the bike, blocking the road the motor is about to take. The motorist stopped uncertainly.

But Hinata crashed into the back of the bike due to his speed and the motor's sudden stop, causing the bike to topple to one side.

When the motorist gets up and tries to run away, Murasakibara was already there to hold him down. Kise calmed down from his panic, seeing that the situation was somehow under control.

"So," Akashi said with a smile reserved for business, Midorima's butcher knife twirled around his fingers. "Mind returning the purse? Perhaps with an extra interest?"

One thing ran into the minds of the bystanders as they watched the red head standing over the motorist.

If earlier is a robbery, then what is happening right now can be considered into two things; extortion, or murder.

More likely murder.

**.o0o.o0o.**

"_Do not tell anything about Kuroko to Kise."_

"_Eh… why?"_

"_Won't it be interesting?"_

_A wide grin appeared on everyone's faces, in some cases, a smirk or a failed stoic face._

"_Sure, why not?"_

"_And that goes to Hinata as well. It will be interesting to see Kise frustrating about those two."_

"_What about Haizaki? He doesn't know about Kise and this."_

"_And Kise doesn't know about Haizaki too. Leave Haizaki be. It was his own fault for skipping practice."_

**.o0o.o0o.**

Kise's mission of getting information on Kuroko Tetsuya was not going so well.

He had asked his fan girls about a person named 'Kuroko Tetsuya', but none seem to recognize his name. He had checked the student database, but there really is a student named Kuroko Tetsuya! So someone here other than the basketball club members should know about him, right?

So he ran around the school, from the 1st year's floor to the 3rd year's floor, from class A to E, asking if a person named Kuroko Tetsuya is here. But none of the people seem to recognize the name.

Could he really be a ghost?

Kise shivered. That's impossible. Ghosts do not exist. Maybe he should just ask a member of the basketball club?

Just yesterday, with the robber incident, all the regulars had done at least something to catch the robber. All except one: Kuroko. Even the shortest guy there helped topple the robber's bike, even if it was in an accident. So why was it that someone as useless as Kuroko Tetsuya became his tutor?

Kise threw his hands up in frustration. "Gaah! Who the heck is this Kuroko!"

A light blue haired student ducked to evade Kise's hands before walking away silently, a plastic cup of vanilla milkshake in hand, a wan smile on his face…

And Kise was none the wiser.

_Thank goodness…_

**.o0o.o0o.**

_With Midorima…_

Midorima was placing a coin into the vending machine when the little hellion came hounding him.

"Midorima-chiii!"

Midorima inwardly winced. It was early in the morning, damn it, can't he be more silent? Why is it that Midorima is the first victim of the day to Akashi's prediction? He had his butcher knife – the lucky item of the day – in his hand, and Cancer is the 4th in luck, with Aquarius being first and Gemini being last. Surely, his luck today should be better than this.

Midorima tried to quickly press the number for his ever favorite red bean soup, resolved to run away before a certain yellow haired hellion reach his position.

"Midorima-chi! Don't ignore me!" Came the annoying voice from his side.

Midorima sighed as his canned red bean fell from the vending machine. Too late…

"What."

"Eeh… Nothing much… I just want to know more about you guys."

Midorima scoffed at the apparent lie. Midorima knew the next moment, Kise will be asking all about Kuroko.

"Say… what do you think about Kuroko?"

See?

Midorima ignored Kise and picked his canned drink. He opened the drink and took a sip, enjoying the chill the drink gave him in this hot weather.

"Ne… Midorima-chi, my question?"

Midorima scowled, annoyed that a certain blondie had spoiled his drink. He quickly took a huge gulp from the can. When the can was emptied, Midorima threw it to the trash can across the hallway using his 3 point shoot pose.

"Midorima-chiii~" Kise called in a sing-a-song voice, waving his in front of Midorima's face to gain his attention.

A tick mark appeared on Midorima's head.

"I am a Cancer. He is an Aquarius. We are incompatible, so I hate him."

"Ehh?"

"I hate you too, end of discussion." Midorima said as he turned around, preparing to return to his class.

"EHH? Just like that? W-wait!" Kise shouted, following Midorima's quick steps. "Ne… what about your thoughts about… Hinata?"

Midorima suddenly stopped in his steps, baffling Kise. He adjusted his glasses. "He is a younger Cancer. As an older Cancer, it is my duty to teach the younger Cancer."

And with that, Midorima turned into another hallway, leaving Kise to feel that all his talks with Midorima was actually useless.

"Kuroko," Midorima gritted his teeth, "This is all your fault."

"I don't even know why Akashi wanted to keep my skills a secret. Won't it be easier to just tell Kise?"

Midorima's heart skipped a beat, before he turned to his side, watching a certain blue haired ghostly teen sipping on a drink.

"Your skills are annoying. Can't you stop doing that?"

Kuroko just shrugged his shoulders. "I've been evading Kise like this. He has been asking his fan girls to search for me even earlier in the morning. I'm glad Hinata was not involved in this."

"Hinata is running an errand for the Student Council, it seems Akashi has been putting Hinata's skills to good use."

When there was no reply, Midorima tried to gain Kuroko's attention. "Oi, Kuroko."

Kuroko opened his lips, watching something above the ground through the window, before he said, "Akashi certainly put Hinata into good use."

Curious, Midorima faced the window, trying to find out what is Kuroko seeing, only to gape at the sight, his butcher knife falling off from his hand.

Hinata was scaling down the school building across the one they were standing in, a big parcel, similar to a Santa Claus's, slung across his back. Hinata reached down to the 2nd floor, and then opened the window closest to him, before he jumped into the building.

"He came from the 5th floor."

"**AKASHI! DAMN IT!"**

**.o0o.o0o.**

_With Murasakibara…_

"So?"

"Mmm?"

"Your thoughts about Kuroko and Hinata?"

"Mmmm…" Muraskibara hummed thoughtfully as he opened another pack of chips. "This is new roasted cheese salmon taste… I wonder how it will taste like… Should I share some to Hi-chin? Ah… but Hi-chin prefers manjus."

Kise gritted his teeth in frustration. He had spent 15 minutes repeating the same question to this purple haired guy, yet he had never received a straight answer. He is practically wasting his time here. He should've searched for other easier targets, like Aomine-chi and Akashi-chi… But Aomine-chi kept on telling him that 'Kuroko is different', and Akashi-chi is too scary, and he is the Student Council President. Kise didn't have the guts to demand presence from someone as busy and as scary as that.

He would've gone to interrogate Hinata about Kuroko, but he hadn't seen him all morning. He would also have asked Kuroko anything about Hinata, but Kise can't seem to find him! (There's once or twice he saw a glimpse of light blue hair, but when he made his way there, the owner of the light blue hair was gone.)

"Kuro-chin has good taste in vanilla sweets, but Hi-chin has always been best when it comes to traditional sweets." Murasakibara said. "Ah, and I like the both of them, but I also hate Kuro-chin, because he is supposed to be weak. I also respected and hated Hi-chin. He is short and small, but he is strong…"

"Haaah?"

Kise raised a questioning brow at the confusing context. Maybe he should just ask the other people after all.

**.o0o.o0o.**

Kise went straight to the student council room, in the search for Akashi.

(Akashi, Akashi… so fearsome…)

Kise readied his heart and soul and pushed the door to the student council room open.

"**AKASHI!"**

Eh? Isn't that… Midorima? He sounded… way too… furious…

**CRASH!**

"Is something the matter?" Came Akashi's cold voice.

"Damn it! Why am I even here?"

Aomine-chi?

"Because I said it will be interesting."

Ah! That's the voice of his weak mentor!

Kise curiously and fearfully opened the door.

"No it's not!" Aomine shouted. "You just dragged me here without any consent as you follow Midorima!"

"But you don't always have a chance to see someone getting angry at Akashi."

There was a silence, before Aomine replied, "That's true… But that doesn't mean I like to have Midorima's throwing accuracy used on me – Ouch! You Four-eyes! Don't aim at me!"

"Then get out of the way! Don't stand in front of Akashi!"

Kise saw Midorima and Akashi facing of each other, with Aomine somehow stuck in between them. Kuroko was somewhere to the side, safe from the items that Midorima is throwing at Akashi, but was hitting Aomine instead.

Aomine looked back, to Akashi, whose stare is boring to him, as if daring him to move away.

"I can't! Akashi's stare said it all!"

"Then it's either getting mauled by me or Akashi!" Midorima said as he threw a small metallic decoration from the table aimed to Akashi, only to hit Aomine.

"Gaah!"

"Midorima-kun is the only one who dared to object Akashi," Kuroko said as he appeared beside Kise.

Kise was shocked momentarily but then he calmed down. "Is that so?"

Kuroko nodded, "His objections end well only if he has his lucky item of the day in a good day for Cancer, which he is not holding right now."

"The butcher knife?"

Kuroko nodded. "He left it on the ground and forgot to pick it up."

"Midorima," Akashi started, "Calm down."

"Calm down what!"

A pair of scissors sailed across the room, cutting a bit of Aomine's already short hair, nearly cutting Midorima's jaw, and embedding itself on the door behind Midorima.

Midorima immediately froze.

"You will clean this room and any mess you made." Akashi said. "Including my paper works."

"Then what about my hair!" Aomine pointed to the part the scissors cut earlier, the hair was shorter than the rest, and the skin a little bit visible. "I'm an innocent bystander!"

"It will grow back." Akashi said curtly.

"Whaaat!"

Just then, there was a clanking sound coming from the window behind the table. All heads turned towards the table, seeing Hinata struggling to open the window. Akashi sighed as he moved from behind his own table to the window, helping Hinata open the window.

When the window was opened, Hinata jumped in, the huge sack was still carried on his back. He looked questioningly at the people inside the room, before tilting his head questioningly.

"Is this a basketball meeting?"

"It's not." Akashi said, "The other members seem to see fit to visit the Student Council early in the morning before the class starts. It seems that they didn't know that the morning is the second busiest time of our day."

"Oh! Can you label which window belongs to what room? I entered the second floor window, it turns out the window belongs to the Drama Club, and some of the boys are changing inside." Hinata said, face slightly pale at the remembrance of what happened. The drama club men are truly dramatic. "I've got a few bumps and bruises to prove it…"

"Of course, but I did mention that using a safer road is much preferable."

"Eh? But it takes too much time!" Hinata whined.

Akashi stared at Midorima, who was now fixing his glasses, acting as if he was not trying to destroy anything earlier. When Midorima realized Akashi's and Kuroko's stared, Midorima denied their thoughts. "What!" Midorima said, "It's not like I was worried about him! I'm more worried about the grasses that will be covered in blood if he falls!"

When the day ends, Kise was leaning his head to the wall, depressed over the fact that he can't seem to glean any information about Kuroko and Hinata, more importantly Kuroko.

**NOTES!**

**I changed Nijimura to a third year, not a Teiko alumnus. Also, reminders, I tweaked the timeline a teeny-winny-bit so that Hinata will get the fun too, even as a Kouhai.**


	7. Flickering Zone

**XII. Opened Doors: Flickering Zone**

Hinata stood, frozen like a statue, before he walked stiffly away to return to his practice.

"Listen, Hinata!" Aomine shouted, "Just because you have you first practice match doesn't mean you can beat me!"

Hinata flinched; his neck creaking as he slowly faced Aomine. "H-hai!"

Aomine gapped like a fish. Hinata – the _wild animalistic Hinata _– just said yes to a declaration like that.

"Aka-chin broke Hi-chin." Murasakibara stated easily.

Akashi sighed, seeing how his announcement had practically made Hinata a dead weight to the team for the practice match tomorrow. He supposed it is fine, since it is the first practice match Hinata will be having.

"He will go over it, right Hinata?" Akashi asked.

"H-hai! Like now I'm feeling exitation!" Hinata said, looking unconvincing to the eyes of the regulars and the first strings. Haizaki snorted to the side, finding the situation unbelievably pathetic for someone who got directly into the first string, but held his tongue because Akashi seems particularly fond of the brat.

"Exitation? Do you mean exhilaration?" one of the first strings asked.

"Y-yes!"

Midorima fidgeted, trying to find the right words to encourage his dear kouhai. He rehearsed under his breath; "You should be able to do it."

When he was convinced that he won't blow this one up, Midorima took a deep breath and called out to Hinata. "Hinata, there's no need to be nervous. It was just a practice match. I have high expectation that you won't lose."

Midorima flinched when his words turned out wrong, and then he continued into the state of depression when he saw Hinata becoming even paler.

"Fail~" Murasakibara commented. Aomine was laughing hard, since he heard Midorima rehearsing earlier.

"Shut up!"

"Oi! Satsuki!" Aomine called, a wide grin on his face, "Go and support Hinata! I'm sure he'll get over the nervousness!"

"Eh? Why me? Oh!" a bulb lighted above Momoi's head before she turned to face a certain teal haired boy she is crushing on, "By using my feminine wiles, right? I'm going to show Tetsu-kun how supportive I am!"

Kuroko inwardly shuddered, but he kept a passive face.

Kuroko watched as Momoi approached Hinata, folding her hands under her B-going-to-C cup breasts, raising her breast to make it seem bigger, and said something supportive that Kuroko was sure along the lines of 'Do your best!'. Before long, Hinata's face is covered in red, and steams were coming out of Hinata's ears.

Realizing that she was not gaining any response from the orange head, Momoi poked his cheek, but there was still no reaction from Hinata.

Beside Kuroko, Aomine laughed. Kuroko just shook his head, knowing that the innocent little junior had his brain short-circuited by Momoi.

"I still don't understand Aomine-chi."

"Don't understand what?"

Kise watched the frozen orange head, unimpressed, and then he stared at the bluenette, who had his back faced to them, beside Aomine.

At that instance, Aomine smiled lazily. "The shrimp is the same as us even though he doesn't look like it, but Kuroko is different, entirely different. You would understand it if you watch him in a match."

Kise scowled, not getting what Aomine meant.

**.o0o.o0o.**

Hinata clung into Kuroko as if his life depended on him.

"Hinata-kun," Kuroko chocked out, "We are going to warm up for the practice match. Please let go of me."

"Eh… ahahaha… h-hai!... desu."

"It's not that different from our usual mock matches Hinata."

Hinata forced out a stiff smile, before he, somehow, for some reason, tripped in thin air.

"Coach," Kuroko called, "Was I this clumsy on my first match with Nambara Junior High?"

Coach Sanada sighed warily as he assembled the players. He looked around the gym's court, taking in every player in the Komagi Junior High. Sanada scowled, because he realized that the regulars were the foul-playing regulars. He also noticed the referee talking with the captain of Nambara Junior High.

Money and Briberies makes the world go round and round.

"You were clumsy on the court." Coach commented, "I thought there's nothing wrong with you before the match, but seeing you move like _that_ on the court, even Aomine will realize that you were nervous."

Coach Sanada sighed once more. Head Coach Shirogane had sent Kuroko into numerous of practice match, but hadn't set one for Hinata. His reasons were somewhere along the lines of 'Hinata's play-style is still too simple and straight forward to be used in a real match'.

"Go warm up. Your usual set." Sanada ordered.

Kise smiled his sparkly-sparkly smile to the few girls in the room, who immediately blushed and started a gossip. Kise's smile remained even as his gaze landed on Kuroko, who had earlier rejected his challenge for Kuroko's uniform.

Kuroko is a coward, really. How can someone as weak as that be a regular?

Kise averted his gaze to the stuttering Hinata, a plan suddenly forming in his mind.

"Ne… Hinata-san… would you like to make a bet? If you score lower than me, I will get your uniform…"

"H-hai?" Hinata shot up, surprised at the sudden call.

"Eh?" Kise grinned, misunderstanding the 'hai', "Than may the best person win this bet~"

"E-eh?"

**.o0o.o0o.**

"_The following starters will be Kise as Power Forward, Hinata as Small Forward, Hayase as Center, Jun as Three-Pointer and Yugao as Point Guard. Kuroko and Kento will be the main reserves depending on the situation."_

That was what Coach had said, but looking at Hinata right now, the only word to describe him was… pathetic. Kise watched as the stuttering mess called Hinata fumbled with another ball, making it another out for Teikou.

"Teikou, player switch, 14 to 16."

And of course, Kise scoffed, it was about time Coach gets tired with Hinata's mistake. Kise watched as the Hinata gloomily walked back to the bench. Kuroko seemed to whisper something to Hinata that brightened him up, so Kise could guess it was something encouraging. Kuroko then walked over to him.

"Ever since they started to use underhanded methods, they are catching up. Watch where the ball goes, Kise. Prepare to catch it."

Kise just 'hah'-ed in confusion. It was only later on when he realized the weird phenomenon that has been happening around the court (disappearing ball, un guarded Kuroko, suddenly appearing ball) was Kuroko's doing that he started to focus in his plays rather than Kuroko's play style.

He finally realized that one line Kuroko said.

"_What's the most important for the team is to think what you should do for the team."_

And he finally realized when Aomine said Kuroko is different.

"_He is a shadow, I am his light. He is entirely different from us."_

"_As of now_," Kuroko had continued, "I _am your temporary shadow, and you are my light. I'll make you shine even brighter on the court."_

Kise had to grin at that particular cheesy line Kuroko had declared earlier.

**.o0o.o0o.**

Coach Sanada grinded his teeth, irritation at the opponent's team swelling up like a fire. They are starting to harm Teikou players, more specifically Kise, because he was easily the strongest in the court. The score gaps are getting narrow, Teikou's attack frequencies are lower, and Teikou players are also losing their focus at their irritation.

It was in the 3rd quarter, Kuroko has been using his misdirection excessively, so it was running out sooner. When Kuroko's misdirection runs out, they no longer had a way to secure Teikou's victory.

"_Victory is Everything"_

Hinata could easily turn the tables around, but with his mind being a mess, he couldn't send him out.

Coach Sanada gripped his clipboard tighter when he saw the opponent team kicking Kise's feet, but the referee who had clearly seen it did not blow the whistle.

"Coach," Hinata suddenly said, Sanada did not bother to turn his head, but he could feel the… odd calmness in Hinata's voice, "Let me out. I'm starting to get pissed."

Curious, Sanada glanced at the player standing not far from him, amber eyes burning with such an intense fire, so wild and so… dependable… a contrast to the stuttering mess he was earlier. Even though he said he was pissed, Hinata's expression only showed extreme concentration and mild annoyance.

Coach Sanada, before he could even stop himself, said, "Yes."

"They don't deserve to play basketball," Hinata said, "They don't deserve to play sports in general."

"Teikou, Player switch, 23 to 14."

Sanada watched as Hinata made his way back to the court, wondering if he made the right decision by sending Hinata out.

(Sanada can't help but wonder, if the small dot of flickering orange light he saw in Hinata's pupil was just his imagination.)

**.o0o.o0o.**

_Hinata was standing on a dark- black room. The only thing- the only object he could see was the huge door in front of him, the double doors opening wide, as if inviting him to enter to whatever room the door leads to…_

Hinata stepped into the court, flickering orange eyes scanning for players – who he should avoid, who he can easily pass the ball to, who have a slow reaction time – he would be facing. Hinata's eyes landed on Kise, who was staring at him in disbelieve, then his eyes scanned for his ever favorite sempai. His eyes landed on the teal haired teen, who was giving him worried glances.

Kise-san is certainly reliable, he had shown himself capable. And Ghost-sempai was sure to keep watch on his back.

_Curious, Hinata entered the huge double doors, only to be met by even more darkness…_

"Ghost-sempai, pass the ball to me. Seeing them hurt my friends… pisses me off…"

A relieved smile grazed Kuroko's lips, and Kuroko nodded.

The game started, Jun passed the ball to Yugao, and Yugao quickly dribbled it to the opponent's side. One of the opponents blocked Yugao, and Yugao quickly passed it Hayase since Kise is marked by two people, only to be intercepted Kuroko who had the ball slapped to Hinata.

"_Hinataaa~"_

_A sound calling his name echoed throughout the room. Hinata turned his head, searching for the source of the sound._

Hinata caught the ball, and for once in the game, he did not let the ball fumble. He dribbled the ball, using his speed, even deeper to the opponent's territory. One of Kise's blocker went to him, extending his arms, preparing to hit Hinata.

"_Do you remember our gymnastic practice with Matsuri-sempai?"_

_Hinata scoffed at what the echoing sound implied. "Of course I do."_

Hinata twisted his body, balancing the ball in one of his hands before he bend his legs and sprung up, doing a somersault with the ball still with him, avoiding the upcoming hands that were clearly meant to punch him in the stomach.

"_Where are you, anyways?" Hinata asked, still looking for the source of the voice, "I can't see you anywhere."_

"_I'm below you~" The voice said. "Far-far below you."_

Hinata landed safely on the ground, before he started dribbling the ball once more, closer and closer to the ring.

_Hinata looked down, and true to words of the voice, there was someone far under him, sitting behind another open double door. Hinata bent down, hands touching the transparent ground, watching it as it rippled slightly, entranced by the fact the he was actually floating. He can't see who was inside that other door, since it was so dark and… black…_

"_Eh~" the voice said disappointedly, "So you still can't get yourself drowned here, it seems. That's such a waste, even though the second door was already open for you…"_

"_Second door? Drown?"_

When he was close to the ring, Hinata jumped, throwing the ball in a layup he trained so very hard. The ball entered the ring easily. Hinata walked back to his team, ignoring the happy chatters and congratulations from the team.

"_I can't get up there and float like you do," the voice said, "You need to get stronger and stronger, slowly let yourself drown, then come and face me. Enter the second door. But right now you are just flickering in the edge. You can't even get past the water! How can you even come and face me? Quickly get stronger! And then we will face each other! I'm bored waiting like this, you know?"_

_Hinata grinned. "It's a promise! One day, I'll definitely play with you and defeat you!"_

Hinata stared at Kuroko, receiving an approving look from him. But Kuroko could feel something was wrong with Hinata. By now Hinata should have jumped around, stating his accomplishments with his alien 'Fuwaa' and 'Boom Boom' language, but this Hinata did not. This was just like the time Hinata was going one on one with Aomine seriously, an entirely focused Hinata.

Kuroko secretly sent a glance at the still gaping Kise.

Kise shook himself out of his stupor when Kuroko suddenly jabbed him by his side, before he went to Hinata and said, "The bet is null. You won. You're clearly Teikou's regular."

Hinata answered, "But we're still not done yet. There's one more quarter to go."

"Yes, there is."

Kuroko definitely did not miss that… the trail of orange light from both of Hinata's pupils as he turned back.

**.o0o.o0o.**

"The game after Hinata regained his bearings went on smoothly. The opponent's team was unable to decide who they should focus on blocking, which gives Teikou a huge opening. Kise seems to start accepting Hinata as a fellow regular, since both Hinata and Kise had started to work together, either with Kuroko involved or not. Teikou won with 89-77."

Coach Shiroga smiled as he heard the report coming from Assistant Coach Sanada, satisfied with the result, but Akashi seems to disagree and drilled Sanada with even more questions.

"How about Hinata's, Kise's and Kuroko's condition after match?"

"Kise has the most bruise, but nothing the infirmary can't take care of. Hinata and Kuroko was not harmed, since Hinata is too… lithe and Kuroko for his invisibility."

"That's not what I asked." Akashi asked. "I mean how their connections to one another are?"

"Hinata and Kuroko are as usual, but Kise had started to bestow them the name of… chi… and he had started to converse with the both of them."

"You mean Kise started calling them Hinata-chi and Kuroko-chi respectively?"

"Yes."

Akashi smiled, satisfied with the result.

**.o0o.o0o.**

"Morning, Captain!" Hinata greeted with a huge smile as he opened the window to the Student Council Office, throwing the huge sack that he frequently use for running Student Council's small errands to the floor before he climbed into the room.

Akashi nodded in greeting before he returned to the papers in front of him. "Do you have the piece of clothes and wood from the Drama Club?"

"Yep, in the sack."

"Good. Have them placed in the hall. Have this flyer," Akashi gestured to another pile of paper on top of his desk, "Spread among the students. We need as much help as we could for the upcoming festival."

Hinata took the flyer and tucked it into his jacket, before he took the huge sack of wood and clothe and readied to jump down the window to the tree in front. Hinata paused, remembering a question that had been bugging him since the beginning.

Akashi raised a questioning eyebrow at Hinata, urging him to just state whatever was in his mind.

"Ne, Captain," Hinata started, "Do you know anything about a huge door in a dark room? Where you need to drown under the clear black water surface?"

"I'm afraid I do not know what you are talking about, Hinata."

"Oh…" Hinata dejectedly sighed, "That's too bad. I want to get to know the person behind that other door…"

And with that, Hinata jumped off the window, using the tree in front to swing to the lower floors.

Just then, there was a knock on the door.

"Come in."

The door opened, revealing a certain black haired ex-captain of Basketball Club. "Akashi-kun," he said in greeting.

"Nijimura-sempai," Akashi nodded his head in greeting. "Is there anything that you need?"

"A permission letter," Nijimura said as he extended the letter in his hands and placed it on the table, "I'll be absent for tomorrow to check on my father's condition."

Akashi nodded as he took the letter, opened it, and read it. Then he gave Nijimura the permission slip. "Fill it, then have it given to the administration."

Nijimura pocketed the paper. "Who were you talking to earlier? I heard voices, but no one was here with you when I entered."

"It was a junior from the basketball club. A first year, but a regular. He has been helping me run the student council errands."

"Basketball, huh?" Nijimura hummed, "I kind of missed that. But I need to focus on my studies so I won't worry my sick father… So how was he? Being a first year regular was not easy especially with you as the captain."

"He was a nervous wreck during his first practice match, but he got over it."

Nijimura chuckled. "Well, it can't be helped. But that was one weird conversation you have earlier. About doors and a dark room? I seem to have heard something similar to that though, but I'll need to hear more details from you to actually recall something concrete."

Akashi huffed recalling Hinata's question. "He asked about a huge door, in a dark room, where you need to drown under a clear black water surface."

Nijimura scrunched his face, trying to remember the description.

"Ah!" Nijimura snapped his fingers, "This is important Akashi. You said he was a first year?"

Akashi nodded.

"How long has he been playing basketball, exactly?"

"He played occasionally for fun during elementary, but he just recently took basketball seriously when he entered Teikou around one month ago as transfer student."

Nijimura hummed after he heard Akashi's answer. "He didn't damage his body, right? Entering the door while he was as young as that might strain the body too much."

"Do you know something about it?"

"I do know about what Hinata is talking about," Nijimura said, "I have experienced it firsthand, when we were in last year's championship. Do you remember that time I started giving seemingly random orders, yet it was actually a plan to win?"

Akashi nodded, recalling the pinch Teikou was in during the finals of the championship. There was only 2 more minutes left, and they were behind the opponent's score by 11 points. Nijimura suddenly snapped out random orders: run to that side, wait under the ring, leave me behind and block this guy. Even the lazy and silent Murasakibara was used effectively during the match.

"Yes, but then entering the door is hard. There are requirements, different requirements for each people. That championship final was the only time I managed to enter the door. And my head hurts badly after the match. I started asking some professional trainers about the door and the black room. He said that not many were privileged to even see the door, let alone enter it."

Akashi nodded as he listened to the explanation.

"What was behind the door," Nijimura said, "it was an area that allows 100% of the human brain capabilities. We call it as… the 'Zone'."


	8. Branching Out

**IIX. Branching Out**

Hinata had never gotten around to the Captain's reasons, but still, he is rather surprised that Haizaki was expelled from the basketball club. Not that he was upset about that, in fact, he is happy that the prick will no longer bother him. It was just that Captain was adamant about keeping him because of his skills. Won't the basketball club have problem with one of their famed regulars missing?

Hinata dribbled the ball, twisting and turning while keeping the ball in his control. That is what he lacked after all, the finer control of the ball that was derived from having years of experience. And so, that is what he was tasked to do

On the other hand, Akashi replaced Haizaki with the flowery man. Hinata admit that he has this 'strong' feeling, but wasn't he a bit… too… flowery? The perfume he uses was making Hinata feel sick, not to mention the flock of girls that always made sound that hurts his ears.

But still…. He has this 'strong' feel…

"Hinata, come here."

Hinata easily let the ball bounce of the ground and caught it, heeding to the captain's order to go to the bench.

The captain was talking with the flowery man in front of the bench, probably explaining about how things work around here. Hinata waited as they talked, before he finally got bored and decided to do some stretches from Kangawa-san - the elastic girl of the Gymnastic Club - which Matsuri-san asked him to practice.

He was in the middle of hooking both of his legs to his neck when Akashi called for him again, and for some reason, Flowery Man looked horrified when he watched Hinata stretch. Hinata's legs snapped back to the ground and Hinata hopped to a standing position, mischievously saluting like a military.

"Hai?"

"Both of you will spar with each other, one on one. Momoi will be collecting data."

"Hai!"

**.o0o.o0o.**

Kise gapped when Hinata used a cart wheel to gain him on speed, and then twisting his body oddly into a position where Kise was sure Hinata would fall, stealing the ball from him, and then using a diving move that made him even shorter and hard to catch, before going to the ring and doing a layup, scoring the first ball in their spar.

There's no way he could copy moves like that.

When he got the ball, Kise contemplated doing a dive like Hinata, but decided against it since he was larger than Hinata. In the end, he pulled the move he saw one of the first stringers use, a personalized lay-up with extra power and speed.

Momoi, on the side, jotted down on her clipboard as the both of them go back and forth. Kise had avoided copying majority of Hinata's moves, simply because their body build were too different – so different that Hinata could use his height against Kise. Kise always had the habit of copying the moves directly after he saw it. Momoi theorized that in a way, the spar was forcing Kise to be more innovative.

That, and Hinata seem to love to add some gymnastic moves these days. Maybe that was what Akashi aimed when he sent Hinata to 'Ice Lady' Matsuri Tenrou to learn Gymnastics – Akashi saw the potential of wide range of movements from Hinata. Not that Momoi was discriminating, but country side people tend to have more natural physical abilities than city people, with exception of some – and Hinata is a genius at it.

Kise had quickly gotten the hang of using the ball, Hinata too, but he sometimes slips on thin air. Hmm… further training for that… Playing basketball on high heels?

They need to quickly get the two new Starters ready for the Middle School Championship. Losing is not an option after all.

**.o0o.o0o.**

**Middle School Basketball Competition**

"Ne… ne…" Kise's voice broke through the whispering crowds around them, looking at their youngest with a pale face. "Isn't this just like our first practice match?"

"Come to think of it…"

"Damn it! It's a real tournament! We can't afford any blunders!"

"Today's lucky item is a clipboard, and Cancers are third in luck." Midorima adjusted his glasses, before rising one of the clipboards in his arms and bonking Hinata's head. "Keep it close."

"H-h-h-h-HAI!" Hinata shouted, body rigid as if he was a soldier, the clipboard now in his hands, the surrounding people wincing at Hinata's loud volume.

Momoi sighed fingers tapping her own clipboard, "What should we do? Hinata's in his nervous stage. He'll end up wrecking our plans."

"Hmm? There's nothing to fear, Momoi." Akashi assured, "Hinata-kun, Murasakibara-kun, please follow me."

"H-h-hai!"

"Mmmm… if you say so…" Muraskibara mumbled, the surrounding crowds parting their way to allow the Champion of the previous year to pass through.

"What the heck is Akashi planning at these times?" Aomine shouted incredulously. "Our turn to play is right after this game!"

"Leave Hinata to Akashi," Midorima said, "Akashi will be able to snap Hinata back."

"Ne… ne…" Kise started, "Why do you think Akashi-chi needed Murasakibara-chi for?"

"…"

"No idea."

**.o0o.o0o.**

When Hinata returned with Akashi and Murasakibara, his face was stuffed like a chipmunk, a whole manju sticking out of his mouth. Hinata dazedly returned to his seat, Akashi and Murasakibara following suit. The whole time, Akashi had what seemed to be a satisfied smirk painted on his face.

There was silence in the whole group as they stared at Hinata as he gazes at the basketball game in front of him, then suddenly…

…Tears spurted from Hinata's eyes.

"Oi, oi," Aomine started, startled at the sudden tears. "Oi! Shrimp! You alright? Akashi didn't traumatize you, didn't he!"

(Behind Aomine, Akashi's eyebrow twitched in irritation, and Midorima was panicking by himself.)

"Deli-shioshhhh!" Hinata quickly chewed whatever was stuffed inside his mouth and swallowed, the manju sticking out of his mouth falling to his lap. Hinata quickly swiped the fallen manju and swallowed it. "I'm going to win this and get more manjuuuuu! Yoshhhh!"

"Eeehhh?" "What just –"

"Then, I expect you to give your all, Hinata-kun." Akashi said. "Remember what will happen if you blunder?"

Hinata froze, body creaking as his eyes darted backwards and forwards between Akashi and Muraskibara, before shivering uncontrollably, eyes lingering on the pocky that was being crushed in Murasakibara's mouth.

"Good." Akashi smiled as he settled back to his seat.

"What just happened?" Midorima demanded. "Oi! Akashi!"

"Yeah! I want to know too!" Aomine said, "I need some dirt about the Shrimp!"

"I'm curious!" Kise shouted.

A simple glare from Akashi returned them all to their seats with sealed mouth.

**.o0o.o0o.**

Winning the championship had been much simpler than what Hinata thought.

There are difficulties that occurred, but all was solved through Momoi's information gathering skills, Akashi's plans, or just plain skills. They even allowed some trial run for first string second years so that the non-regulars can have a feel of the game. It was unbelievably…

…_simple_…

A simple celebration in the Captain's house, eating and discussing about the strong opponents, and it was just that – a celebration – then all of them went home.

"_I'm bored under here…"_

_A black room, a huge open doors. Hinata once again entered the room, standing on the clear water surface, looking down below where someone was sitting in another huge double door._

"_Eh? But isn't the Championship fun? We met a lot of strong people!" Hinata exclaimed._

"_But," the stranger below cut, "You didn't even enter the first door. And the sempai hogged most of the strong ones."_

"Oi, Hinata."

"_Yeah true…" Hinata said dejectedly, before brightening once more. "Hey, hey. How about we try entering Hanamura's soccer club for the Championship? Also, Matsuri-san is entering us to some gymnastic competitions."_

"_Yeah, sure. Why not?"_

"Oiiii!" Hanamura's face suddenly came into his view. "Stop it with the scary face! It's making me uneasy!"

Hinata huhhed as he recoiled from the sudden closeness of Hanamura's face.

"You have this aura that feels like it could kill!" Hanamura complained. "And were you even listening to the announcement?"

"Announcement?"

"Yeah. The Principal is calling for you."

"Do you know what for?"

"Who knows… Maybe he is expelling you?"

Hinata attempted to scratch Hanamura, to which Hanamura dodged skillfully.

**.o0o.o0o.**

"Hinata Shouyo, it has come to my attention that despite being a transfer student, your scores are unbelievably low."

Hinata flinched, eyes darting away from the principal sitting in front of him.

"If by chance, that your mid semester test scores are lower than required, you are required to join the extra lessons on Saturday evening each week until we deem that you do not need it anymore."

_But there's a basketball practice there! Akashi will kill him!_

"And it has also come to my attention that your athletic skills are above the precedent, and that your family's income is rather unstable. At this point, we are able to offer a half scholarship for your athletics."

"Eh? Really?" Then perhaps he could ease his mother's work by a little?

"But for that, you will have to join the volleyball club and place at the least as top 8 in Tokyo. The volleyball has been in decline and they are in the verge of closing down. A weak club will get closed down, as we cannot allow any disgrace in Teikou, but the captain was… insistent."

Perhaps… he can squeeze in some time for 3 intensive clubs and some extra study session, given that he did not do any hit and run with any other clubs.

"I'll be joining the volleyball club then."

Hopefully, Akashi will permit it…

**.o0o.o0o.**

"I cannot accept that." Akashi ended the sentence which a huge clack as the shogi piece returned to the board.

Hinata flinched at Akashi's tone. "B-but the scholarship…"

"I cannot accept a regular being _absent_ in the practice." Akashi corrected. "You may join any other things for all I care, but _no one_ is allowed to ditch basketball practice."

"T-then I can join Volleyball club?"

"Stay back after school and practice. Matsuri, Midorima, Momoi and I will be tutoring you for 1 or 2 hours. You're no longer needed to run Student Council errands. Come regularly for any basketball, gymnastics and volleyball practice and tutor sessions, but spend the rest of your time at home _resting_. If you do any practice outside the schedule, _I will know._"

Hinata sighed in relief. "Thank you, Akashi-sempai."

When Hinata exited the room, Akashi leaned his back on the wall under the window and took another shogi piece, turning the piece in his hand. "I should just teach Hinata up to the college level so that there's no need for a repeat of this study session."

And without realizing, Hinata had signed for a hell session with two of the scariest people in the school.

**.o0o.o0o.**

**Science with Midorima Shintarou**

Midorima shuffled through Hinata's school works and pop quizzes as Hinata sat on the table opposing Midorima. Midorima suddenly collected the papers strewn all over the table and placed it in a neat stack, humming all the while.

Hinata straightened his back in attention.

"After seeing your results, I've come to the conclusion," Midorima said as he adjusted his glasses, Hinata gulping in tenseness, "That you are bad at memorization."

It's true. On the biology section, Hinata made many mistakes when it comes to labeling body parts, enzymes and such, but he did decently on the Physics part, which requires only memorizing the formula.

Hinata slumped on the table and whined. "I know that already… Science is all about memorizing!"

"Shh! We are in the library. Lower your volume!" Midorima hissed.

Hinata clucked his mouth shut.

Midorima reached out to his bag, shuffling the content in search for something. Midorima then pulled out a stack of… cards?

"Today's lucky item is stacks of memory card, the more content there is the better," Midorima explained. "This stack contains what the Physic formula; next stack contains Chemistry formula, the other stack for plant Biology, the next one for human Biology. For today, I will have you memorize all of them, and then we will continue with the process on the next day."

"Wha!"

"Oh, and tomorrow's lucky item is a hurdle obstacle. Any mistakes will be included tomorrow by running laps of hurdles."

"EHHH!"

It feels like whoever up there seems insistent to make Hinata study hard. But how could that be possible? Did he curse on a god? Did he trip on a ghost?

Just then Midorima whipped out a metal ruler and slammed it to the table.

"Begin by memorizing the card."

"HAAIIII!"

"And no shouting, Hinata!"

**.o0o.o0o.**

**Japanese Literature and English with Matsuri Tenrou**

"Hinata! What the heck are these scrawls! It doesn't look like English at all!" Matsuri shoved Hinata's school work to his face, causing Hinata to back away.

"B-but-"

"And you mixed past and present tense! You do not translate Japanese to English when you are studying English!" Matsuri continued on ranting. "Look! I know you're tired from our gym practice earlier, but I can't even stand to look at your work!"

Hinata sweat dropped.

"Damn Japanese natives." Matsuri-sempai mumbled. "Fuck it, even the school teachers sometimes taught the wrong things to the students. I, who spent my elementary years in England, considered this a great blasphemy to the language itself."

"Right!" Hinata flinched when Matsuri suddenly shouted, "What the heck is this '_I running to toilet'_? It is either '_I run to the toilet.'_ or '_I am running to the toilet._' And what the heck is this '_May I go to the kitchen to pee?_'? It should be '_May I go to the bathroom_?'!" Matsuri once again checked the paper. "And why is everything here toilet-related? Are you thinking of going to the bathroom when doing this exercise?"

Hinata flushed.

"You're so predictable it hurts my eyes, Hinata. Go to the bathroom now. I don't want any more toilet-related things mentioned on the next exercise."

Hinata stood up and darted to the gym's bathroom.

"Damn Kouhais… wasting my time in useless things like tutors. Thank goodness his Japanese Literature is decent; I don't need to spend too much time there. And I'd be damned if he still looses the Gymnastic Junior School Championship after all the time I've invested on him."

**.o0o.o0o.**

**Social Studies and Home Economics with Momoi Satsuki**

"Mou! I can't believe this!" Momoi exclaimed while Akashi refrained from sighing at the situation, looking at Hinata, who was currently slumped down on the floor, twitching and convulsing despite being unconscious.

Akashi refrained from speaking. _And that was why I did not leave the Home Economic Lesson to Momoi._

But Akashi knew better than to speak his thoughts. It was something both his father and mother drilled him in. Do not scorn a woman, and if you are facing a scorned woman, stay silent. If staying silent is not an option, continue to deal with her with calmness.

"First I thought him Social Studies and the basic etiquette," Momoi started, stomping back and forth in the class, "but he can't seem to focus. He blushed too much, stuttered too much and stiffened too much!"

_He wouldn't have if you didn't flaunt your chest and flirt with him unconsciously._

"And then when we switched to Home Economics," Momoi continued as she stopped stomping, hands gesturing to the plate of some horrible purplish 'food'. "He fainted after sampling my food! How rude!"

_It's because your cooking is practically poison. I do have a strong reason why I build a strong enough connection with the cooking club for them to cheer for our club._

"I'll be taking Hinata to the infirmary then."

With that, Akashi bent down, picked Hinata up to his back, before leaving Momoi in the Home Economic class.

**.o0o.o0o.**

**Mathematics with Akashi Seijuro**

Hinata was inside of the Student Council Office, listening to some tune from the radio. Akashi was checking over some of the papers on his table, while Hinata sat across him, scribbling on his notes.

Overall, it would have been peaceful, if not for the thick tension that practically oozes off Akashi.

Akashi, after all, does not accept anything less than perfection.

Hinata continued to scribble his answers.

"Use Pythagoras theorem for that problem." Akashi suddenly said, despite keeping his eyes on his own papers.

Hinata quickly wrote the formula.

Nothing less than perfection indeed. Hinata had a feeling that he will be in death bed if he got anything less than 100 for Math.

**.o0o.o0o.**

The test passed uneventfully. Hinata's scores were a little higher than average, with History barely passing and Mathematics 100.

(Captain is scary like that. Nothing less than perfection.)

After the Basketball Middle School Championship, it was the season for Volley Ball Championship, alongside the Gymnastics Championship. He landed 4th place on the Parallel Bars for the Gymnastics. His landings were always perfect, complete with turns and twists, and Matsuri-sempai did say that 40% of the score came from landing, but his problem was that there were times that he overpowered his swings, and the judges did not like that.

For the duration of Volley Ball Championship, Hinata trained in new things, similar to how Captain had first started him basketball. Diving, Spiking, Receiving, he trained them all zealously. It irked him that a newbie like him was giving his all, and yet these seniors were dilly-dallying, as if the championship were none of their business.

If in Basketball, he found joy in running across the field with the ball and then scoring the ball, in volley, he found joy in receiving impossible balls and spiking the balls to the opponent's side.

It brought him even more joy when his spikes hit the faces of the lazy seniors.

(Captain is corrupting him. He is getting even more sadistic the more time he spent with Captain.)

And then the time came and Teikou's Volleyball team has a practice match to go.

**.o0o.o0o.**

Nekoma Junior High

That was the name of the school he will be visiting.

Their High School section used to be strong years ago, but their powers dwindled, but that doesn't mean that they are entirely weak either. They are certainly in the top 16 of Tokyo.

Hinata faintly wondered how he will be doing in his first Volleyball match.

His spikes are getting passable, his receives are terrible, but he can be trusted to secure a ball gone awry, his blocks are more than passable.

Will that be enough though?

Hinata wandered into the toilet after asking for some directions – it has always been like that, to go to the toilet before matches. He is getting nervous and excited, _that's_ why he needed to pee to relieve the tension. At least, that is what Captain said.

When he entered the toilet, a boy was leaning on the toilet wall, his thumbs pressing on a game console button, looking bored and apathetic.

What caught his attention were his clothes.

A _jersey_

"Hey, hey! Are you Nekoma's volleyball club?" Hinata asked.

"Hnn…" the boy spoke with a soft voice that Hinata would have missed had the toilet been noisy, "You may say so."

"Eh? But the only answer is yes or no! No in between! Are you part of Nekoma's volleyball club?"

The boy nodded.

"That means we're going against each other! I look forward to it!"

The boy 'hnn'ed.

"My name is Hinata Shouyo. You are?"

Without turning around o even stopping his game, he answered, "…Kozume Kenma…"

"What are you playing? Looks fun…" Hinata stated as he tip toed to see the screen. Kenma tilted the game console while he continued playing, letting Hinata see that he was playing some sort of mini-game.

"It's nothing, really. I'm just bored."

Just then, one of the toilet stalls opened, and out comes a tall man.

It left Hinata gaping. Thankfully he is nowhere near as tall as Murasakibara.

"Oi! Kenma! I'm done. The others are waiting in the volleyball court, let's g-" the taller man paused when he noticed an extra companion with his friend, "Who's this little squirt, one of Teikou's volley?"

A tick mark appeared on Hinata's forehead.

"Nah, nevermind," the taller boy said, grabbing Kenma and dragging him away, leaving Hinata to do his business.

Kenma, the shorter boy, was apathetic. _Dispassionate_. As if he has no particular goal.

But the taller boy…

He has a strong drive, and, unexpectedly despite being in a school that personifies a cat, he is like a _snake_.

_Cunning, lying in wait, waiting for the right moment to pounce…_

Most of all… _he insulted his __**height**__._

Hinata had forgotten just how much other people valued height in sport. Ever since Teikou won their second basketball championship by leaps and bounds, no one had dared to point Hinata's height. He had shown the world someone as small as him can cause damages like Aomine.

But that was in basketball. Now he was in volley. He was a no one, an unknown entity.

Hinata will make sure to show them, just like how it was in basketball.

_Height doesn't matter_.


	9. Like a Tree

**IX. Like a Tree**

It was during the team briefing that Hinata found out about the names of the two he met earlier. A serious second year player told the team the information he had collected in the past few days, pointing the opponent's players while telling the name, position, and notable skills.

"Kozume Kenma, 2nd year regular. A setter who doesn't move much during the game, but he's good at his job. He knows how to create openings and take advantage of it.

"That one is Kuroo Tetsurou, 3rd year regular. Middle Blocker, also the captain of Nekoma's team. Be careful, he's one sly bastard. I saw in one of the videos that he angered the opponent's team into making a foul, so don't listen to what he says."

Kozume Kenma, the Dead Cat Eyes, and Kuroo Tetsurou, the scary, irritating Snake Man.

Hinata's heart screamed in joy at the thought of pounding Snake Man to the ground for insulting his height.

Oh, wait… Kuroo Tetsurou would be Snake Man II. The name 'Snake Man I' belonged to a scary basketball player he met in the Championships… Hanamiya something. That player had tried to trip him when he was doing his Cartwheel Dribble multiple times, the sneaky bastard.

Nonetheless, Snake Men are Snake Men. He would pound them one way or another.

_"Hey, do you think playing volleyball will get you closer to me?" the voice asked, down, down below, in the other pair of huge double doors. Hinata sat on the clear water surface, looking at the shadow figure inside the door below. "Do you think that you will be able to go under the water's surface?"_

_"I don't know," Hinata answered the boy, "but they smell strong."_

_"That's what you said too, before the Basketball Championship," the voice said, "but there have been no notable improvements in you, not ever since the first practice match when you opened the first door and came to the place you are now."_

_"Heyyy…" Hinata whined, "The senpai-tachi are just that strong. They kept on attacking and attacking and attacking that the opponents don't even want to fight back anymore. There's no challenge, no fun. It feels like the senpai-tachi have solutions for every problem."_

_"So, without the senpai-tachi here, do you think you can improve? Do you think you can come closer to me?"_

_"Maybe," Hinata hummed, "Perhaps…"_

"Alright! Teikou! Assemble! The game is starting!"

Hinata snapped back to reality and joined in with the captain.

**.o0o.o0o.**

Hinata's position in this game was a libero. Hinata grumbled in annoyance about how unfair it was to just assign him the position of libero just because he was short, even though Hinata knew his physical abilities far exceeded theirs.

Hinata wanted the wing spiker position; it's cool, and he got to score some points with cool and flashy moves and insanely high jumps, but that was a dream he needed to work for the next time.  
>For now, he was in a battle field.<p>

Hinata slid his body across the wooden tiles, his hand reaching for the incoming ball. The ball bounced off his hand and into the air. The setter of the team came and directed the ball into one of the wing spikers.

When the next ball came, it was going to land in a spot too far for his reach, and his teammates weren't quick enough to react.

Hinata did a somersault.

And then the next ball came into the hands of a second year wing spiker, and the ball went awry, so Hinata did a cartwheel to prevent the ball from touching the grounds outside the court, smacking the ball high before the net for the wing spiker to hit.

Current score was 3-5, with Nekoma on the lead.

"Oya, oya," a familiar voice said, "What do we have here? A little acrobatic monkey?"

Hinata's eyebrow twitched. Snake Man II was smirking from the other side of the net. Hinata glared at him before he switched positions with a middle blocker.

The game continued that way, and Hinata itched for a chance to spike the ball but he couldn't because hitting the ball twice is considered a foul, and most of his hits were spent on receiving impossible balls as libero.

Then there was a chance – a free ball – last touched by the opponent's team.

Hinata darted forward, legs bending and springing upwards, fingers touching the ball, smacking it downwards, slightly to the side, not bothering with the hands of the opponent's blockers who went up high and towering…

The next thing he knew, the whistle blew, and a point was given to Teikou.

Hinata smiled as he looked at his hand, a feeling of satisfaction – similar to when he managed to score in basketball – bubbled in the pit of his stomach.

_Now, if only he could get another chance like that…_

"Hinata!" the volleyball captain shouted, "what are you doing? Get back here, you're a libero!"

And the moment was destroyed. Hinata scowled as he returned to his position.

_But no matter what, just standing back was just not enough._

**.o0o.o0o.**

It was a pity, Kuroo mused.

Kuroo could see Hinata's natural physical abilities were a gem, but it was already sharpened by someone, and the gem became even more precious. But Kuroo could also see that Hinata was not at all trained in volleyball. In fact, during the whole game, Hinata kept up with only his physical abilities and reaction time, his movements mostly from gymnastics.

Kuroo was sure a half hearted team like that could never sharpen a gem. He had a suspicion that Hinata came from another club, who was tasked with the job of helping the volleyball club to gain name and fame. He knew about Teikou's ideology.

But Teikou's volleyball team was filled with such idiots. He could clearly see the fire of ambition in Hinata's eyes. Hinata was clearly suited for offense, but they placed him in the back, as libero, a defense oriented position. Not that Teikou will be winning against Nekoma anytime soon, but

Teikou's chances would be higher with Hinata on the offense.

Kuroo wouldn't lie, that first and only spike Hinata had managed to hit in the match had sent shivers down his spine. It was like his only focus was to win.

But the same idiotic team mates had broken Hinata's concentration, and he was back defending as a libero, that single minded focus replaced by irritation. Kuroo shook his head at their inability to appreciate good skills, followed by their inability to put that good skill to use.

Hinata was an offensive player, no matter what. For all his good defending during the game, Hinata's heart yearned to prove himself against the opponent.

Their practice match was over with Nekoma's close win, and most of the players were cooling down. Kuroo himself had finished resting up, and he was discussing the game with the other players, but the player he wanted to speak with the most wasn't on the court. Kuroo excused himself from the group, saying that he wanted to go to the toilet, while in reality, he wanted to search for the orange haired shrimp.

And Kuroo found the shrimp in the basketball court, playing against some high school students and winning.

"There you are. We're discussing about the match earlier."

"Ah!" the tiny orange boy exclaimed at the new arrival, "Snake Man II!"

"Wait, what are you here for? A practice match?" one of the seniors asked, "Does our junior high basketball team have a practice match today? How does Nekoma junior high basketball fare against Teikou's, huh?"

"Nah," another senior answered, "There's no match, I'm sure."

"Ne, ne," Hinata called out, catching the senior's attention, "I'm here for volleyball, actually. Nekoma's volley is strong. Don't know about basketball, though."

"Dang!" the senior whistled, "Ya beat us brat. Maybe we should call for Teikou middle school's basketball team to go against us. I got a feeling we'll be having a beating of our lives."

"You're part of the basketball club?" Kuroo asked the smallest boy in the room. "Is it any strong?"

"Our basketball club won the Middle School Championship twice in a row," Hinata said, "I joined as a regular in the second championship. So I guess we are pretty strong. No seniors in our school had managed to beat us. And we kept winning our practice matches. Not to mention we won by a landslide. Captain was thinking on calling for highschoolers to play against us instead."

"And did you join the gymnastic club too? I notice you often use gymnastic moves," Kuroo commented.

"Yup," Hinata grinned, "I'm going to win the Gymnastic Middle School Championship too! If I don't, Matsuri-senpai might skin me alive! She might try to break my bones too…"

Kuroo choked, finally realizing just how strong Hinata's physical capabilities are. No wonder he wasn't even winded after the match, going as far as searching for another, more challenging match with high school students even though he was practically the one who exerted the , gymnastics, and volleyball in one go. Kuroo would have fainted by the end of the week.

Basketball is considered the most intense sport, where the court is small enough for all 5 players to go against all 5 face-to-face. Volley required the haste which other sports don't have. They only have ever so little time until the ball touches the ground, and the movements after each serves were blurry at best. Gymnastics is probably one of the most meticulous exercises – the complete opposite of basketball and volley.

"I'll be going then, senpai," Hinata waved the high-schoolers goodbye as he returned to the volleyball court, Kuroo following behind.

Damn… given time, Hinata would be a dangerous volleyball opponent.  
>And Kuroo was all for getting him in Nekoma for high school.<p>

.**o0o.o0o.**

**"**You lost," Captain stated the next day when Hinata came for his tutoring sessions. Hinata groaned into his hands.

"You were not put in offense," Akashi stated once more, before scoffing, "Such fools."

Tutoring lessons continued as usual, with Akashi stating that since Hinata was his student, he was unwilling to accept anything under 100 from Hinata, even on the other subjects. He started giving Hinata things that he didn't study in class, things that actually came from high school and college.

But on the next volleyball meeting, the position of wing spiker was given to him, and Hinata had a feeling that Captain had a hand in this.

_Captain's talks were rather scary…_

**.o0o.o0o.**

Teikou's volleyball had been getting even stronger lately. They still lost, but it still made up for what they won.

There's no semblance of teamwork. All they need to do was set the ball for their smallest player to spike and kept the ball from touching the ground. The seniors' jealousy was thick in the air, using reasons such as 'it's my third year', or 'I'm more experienced' to sit Hinata on the bench, even though Hinata was clearly essential in winning the match, even though it was clear that only Hinata placed extra effort in practice and matches.

It was… a mess. Probably the most twisted team in Teikou. They relied on the youngest and smallest regular, and yet they kept on sabotaging his practice. No physical violence had been involved yet, just verbal lashing and underhanded things, but it was just a matter of time before it went to that point.

Akashi was not worried about that, however. He believes Hinata's physical abilities are more than enough to handle those volleyball savages. What he was worried for, was the detention Hinata might get. It would decrease Hinata's tutoring sessions when he was planning to increase Hinata's work load.

That was why he gave Hinata the key to the basketball gym so that he can practice alone, with Momoi supervising. And Momoi could ask volleyball club members, well, more like flirted, for the newest gossip in the volleyball.

No teamwork, but Hinata was fine with that. He still had his basketball club.

"Gorilla King! Come suffer with me!" Hinata shouted as he went on with his push-ups and jumps, somewhere in the 200th count. "Weakling! Can't handle Captain's new training menu, can you?"  
>"Oi! What the heck was that, shrimp?" Aomine hollered back from his lying position on the bench, "I can handle it! I just don't feel like practicing. Akashi isn't here, so I'm out."<p>

And with that, Aomine packed his bag and exited the gym. A few moments later, Akashi came in and quirked his eyebrow. "Where is Aomine?"

Hinata gasped for breath as he continued his training, the rest of the basketball club not in a better condition than him.

"HE. DITCHED. US!" Hinata said in the same rhythm as his exercise. "That. Gorilla. King!"

"It is… idiotic," Midorima said as he did the same exercise as Hinata, "Man proposes… God disposes."

Akashi scowled, placing his bag on one of the benches before darting out of the door, returning few moments later with a traumatized Aomine in tow.

Akashi sent out one of his famous smirks. "That is what will happen to you if you ditch practice another time, understand?"

Aomine flinched and looked away, muttering a quiet yes.

"And if any of you dared to do the same thing as Aomine," Akashi said, red eyes glinting, adding Akashi's scary demon point, "Watch out."

Aomine's training was tripled for that evening.

**.o0o.o0o.**

With no extremely super-powered senpai inside Teikou volleyball club, the Volleyball Middle School Championship was more challenging in a way. The only one they can really rely on is Hinata, who scored crazily quick after getting used to volleyball movements, even going as far as mixing in the more complicated gymnastic movements.

_But it wasn't enough_.

They lost when there were 8 teams remaining, Nekoma lost too, and Hinata went along with Nekoma's team to celebrate their losses, while the other Teikou members returned to their homes.

At least, Hinata's objective in achieving the scholarship succeeded, and Hinata's mother was ecstatic in hearing the news.

And he reached up to the 4 best in the Middle School Gymnastic Championship. Akashi drilled him for the upcoming end of year test, Hinata passing with wonderful scores (but Akashi was still not satisfied, so Midorima made him that Lucky Pencil to help him out), joined street basketball or any sport competition over the school break and then entering his second year of middle school.

Life had been good, perfect even…

That was why Hinata didn't expect his life to be tumbling down in one of his basketball practices.

**.o0o.o0o.**

Practice started normally, the Head Coach was sick, and had been replaced by Assistant Coach Sanada who was taking over the other string members. A few hundred push-ups, then sit-ups, followed by jumping jacks, and then running laps, a few drills (Hinata finally made a dunk few days ago. There was a celebration.) and finally the practice match.

Aomine was not present today. He had been trying to ditch practice sometimes, and actually succeeded on some occasions.

Akashi had carefully divided the team, but Murasakibara complained at Akashi's orders to move.  
>"Why should I listen to you anyways?" Murasakibara said at the seething red head, "You're weaker than me."<p>

All the regulars that were present were silenced by shock and disbelief at what they heard. Hinata bit his lip at the tense air. Akashi was their captain, no matter what. Even if their physical capabilities far suppressed Akashi's, Akashi had always been on par with them – if only because of his deep insight. He was the one who nurtured them to what they are now, and Murasakibara had no right to talk about Akashi in that way.

"Even with no practice, we can already win! If Aomine doesn't come to practice, then I don't want to either!"

"Muraskibara!" Akashi reprimanded. "You have no right to say that! Our opponents all play at different strengths!"

"You say that because you are weak."

Akashi stared at Murasakibara, eyes intense, burning with fire that Hinata had never seen before, and Hinata could feel goose bumps running up his spine.

"Murasakibara Atsushi," Akashi started, "I challenge you on a one-on-one. The one who scored 5 balls wins."

The court was cleared, and the game began.

Akashi was immensely over powered by Muraskibara. Murasakibara's average statistics had always been the highest if he actually put his mind to it. He was the tallest, the quickest – rivaled by Aomine and Hinata - , the strongest and the sturdiest. Hinata took the best in flexibility and stamina, while Aomine's ball handling was on par with Akashi. Midorima secured the spot with the best accuracy. Kise the best all rounder.

While Akashi has the best insight, which he used to create tactics and take care of the team.  
>And Akashi's famous insight cannot be used on a one on one against Murasakibara.<br>The score was 4-0, in Murasakibara's favor. Akashi was losing badly.  
>And then Hinata could feel the air snap.<p>

"I do not care if you are my parent, my teacher, or my teammate," Akashi started, "I will win. If you oppose me, I'll kill you, no matter what."

A step, a dribble, a small odd feint…

And Murasakibara fell into a ground, eyes wide, uncomprehending of the situation. Akashi dribbled the ball to the ring and took a shot.

It was his first point in the game.

But the tenseness in the air never subsided. Hinata watched as Akashi gained power over Murasakibara, awe and fear mixed all into one.

Didn't this feel like...

_…like that dark place, with unreachable doors? That place with clear water surface that Hinata can't seem to break through?_

But it was so… sinister…

_… like a cornered beast with no other way out, lashing at everything and anything._

Was this even his captain? Was this even Akashi?

Akashi had never felt this way. He was like a lion and they are his cubs. He nurtured them and cared for them. He was the lion who leads the pack…

_… but now, Akashi felt like a lion who had abandoned his pack._

And then Akashi gained the 5th point, and the game was over. Murasakibara stood rooted to the ground.

"Victory… is a given for me."

Akashi had always said that line as a joke to the ones who challenged him. He always won, but he appreciated his opponents' skills and what he learned from them.

_… but now, it feels like he actually meant it…_

Hinata ignored the shivers, and darted to Akashi.

Because Akashi was warmth, protection, light, and assurance. He led them. No matter what, he was their _captain._

"Captain!" Hinata shouted with a grin as he ran into Akashi's space. "You beat Giant-san!"  
>Akashi faced him, a smile painted on his face even though there was no warmth, and he patted Hinata's unruly mess of orange hair.<p>

Akashi usually ruffled his hair into a bigger mess.

"Of course, I will always win."

There was no feedback on how Murasakibara fared against him, while Akashi usually told them how to improve even further.

"Come on, let's get back to practice. Assemble all the others, Shouyou." Akashi said as he walked past Hinata, "We've wasted enough time as it is."

_But Akashi always respected personal spaces. He had never called Hinata with that name._

**.o0o.o0o**.

"Midorima-kun, don't you think Akashi is… different?"

"Hnn? He is. But that has nothing to do with me. Stay away, Kuroko. I've told you multiple times Aquarius and Cancers never went along well."

"Hinata-kun, what do you think?"

"Yes, Ghost-senpai?"

"About Akashi's change."

"… Akashi is still the same."

"Huh?"

No matter what, Akashi was still Captain.

**.o0o.o0o.**

Hinata started noticing things he'd never noticed.

There were tons of practice match requests for Teikou, but the regulars never played together in practice matches because it would be simply too overpowering.

Hinata never found out why would being too strong be a problem. He strived to get stronger, to surpass his senpai-tachi, to take the ace position from right under Aomine's nose, to enjoy the feel of victory and relish in it…

But there was… a problem that Hinata never noticed until all Teikou regulars got too strong.

_Those eyes_…

The eyes of his opponents when the difference in points was too large… They were dead, lifeless husks. There was no fighting will inside their hearts not anymore.

He first noticed it when he was sent to Kitagawa Daiichi, somewhere in Miyagi Prefecture, near his old hometown, so he volunteered. Another reason was because Momoi said that Kitagawa Junior High's volleyball club was the favorite, the likely champion candidate.

The game started with good spirit. The competition was healthy, and Hinata kept on scoring and scoring, occasionally passing to the other first strings and second strings so that they have more experience.

And without realizing, Teiko scored 47 points to Kitagawa's 26.

Those eyes started appearing in his opponents' faces.

At first Hinata wondered, why, just _why_ would they stay rooted in place when he dribbled past, but then other Teikou players were stopped when they did the same thing.

And then he remembered Aomine's complaints back in the championship when Hinata was still a first year.

_"They don't fight anymore. They've lost their hope to win. It's a bore to play with them."_

Why would anyone lose their hope to win? If it was up to Hinata, as long as he was on the court, as long as there was still even 1 second left, as long as the ball was still on the court, even if the opponent's score was ridiculously high, he would keep on playing, he would keep on fighting to win.

As long as the players stand, their hope to win was never 0.

Then there was a player who roared in frustration, bulldozed his way through Teikou's defense, and slammed the ball harshly on the board, scoring a point.

"Waoo!" Hinata looked at the player in admiration. "That looked soooo cool! You went Ba-BAM! I want to do it too! Pass me the ball!"

When the ball was passed to him, Hinata easily bulldozed his way to the opponent's ring. He jumped, and slammed the ball into the board – very much like the original player had did – only to have the ball bounce back off the board with a loud slam and hit his head.

There were panicked cries from both Teikou and his opponents. But Hinata assured them that yes, he was fine, that he has a stone head, and that it was common for him to hit his head. After a brief inspection, Hinata was back in action.

"Hey, you!" Hinata pointed at the player who did that SLAM-Ba-BAM thingie, "I will complete that move. And then you will go 'WAOOO! You're soo cool' at me, got that?"

The whole court chuckled in amusement.

But the spirit of the game after that incident became good. The fire returned to their eyes. And Hinata was glad for that.

**.o0o.o0o.**

"Hey, hey, have you heard it?"

"Yeah, the basketball club, heard they were having a practice match with one of them."

Kageyama Tobio grunted in annoyance. Those people had been noisy even though it was volleyball practice. They should focus on their training rather than gossiping about other clubs.

He threw the ball in the air and slammed it, serving it to the other side of the court. He scowled, realizing that the power was not enough, even though the ball had a good spin.

"Seriously, how did they fare against those monsters?"

"My friend who was watching texted me earlier. In the 3rd quarter, the score is 83 to 41."

"Whoa, scary… guess the rumors were true then."

"Yeah. They are strong. No one can hope to beat those kinds of geniuses."

_Unbeatable genius_? Even though it wasn't volleyball, the word 'genius' still caught Kageyama's interest.

"Kindaichi, what are they talking about?" Kageyama asked one of his year mates, a spiky haired boy who was currently resting after a particular heavy drill. It was supposed to be break, the coach had given time, but Kageyama needed to perfect his serves, the quicker the better.

"Huh? About the basketball club's practice match?" Kindaichi asked.

"Yeah."

"Teikou came for a basketball practice match against our school. Their current regulars are monsters – geniuses who kept on winning by landslide ever since their first years, and rumors started running around that they are the Generation of Miracles. One of those regulars is here, so we are pretty much curious about how well will our school fare." Kindaichi shrugged. "Hearing those lazy asses though, it looks like we're losing badly."

Kageyama spun the ball in his hands. "Get ready. You still need to practice spiking the balls I set."  
>"Huh? Are you insane? This is break!"<p>

"I don't care. Move it."

And Kageyama tossed the ball to the air – lightning quick, his full tossing capabilities – and watched as Kindaichi slammed the ball with his hand, only for the ball to serve weirdly.

"Damn, that's too quick, Kageyama!"

"You need to be faster. Again."

This was repeated for a few more times, Kindaichi cursing Kageyama and his willfulness under his breath. Kageyama's tosses were too quick, and the times that he managed to hit the ball, the ball always swerved in a weird direction, power and speed decreased.

During one of Kageyama's tosses, there was a sudden blur, and the next thing Kageyama realized was that the ball he had tossed hit the other side of the court with a huge slam. Kageyama stared at the new boy, an extremely short boy, currently testing his fingers, wriggling them as if remembering his earliest toss.

"Good toss," the new orange haired boy commented, "Light and fast. Now if only my team's setter can do it like you do…"

Behind the new boy, Kindaichi gaped in disbelief that someone actually managed to spike Kageyama's toss, not to mention the height of the boy.

"But I guess there's too much power?" the boy rubbed his thumb on his red fingers. "Yep, too much power."

The boy certainly wasn't in the volleyball club. Kageyama remembered faces very well, he would have recognized him if he was. Someone with such a short height who could handle his tosses and jump that high up wasn't someone Kageyama could forget. And Kageyama couldn't gain anything from the clothes the boy wore. It was a plain white t-shirt with a light blue and white sport shorts.

"Oi," Kageyama called, "Your name."

"Ah?" the boy tilted his head, before he grinned and offered his hand. "I'm Hinata Shouyou! Nice to meet you!"

Kageyama completed the handshake. "Kageyama Tobio. Kitagawa Daichi's setter. What's your position?"

"Uh…" the boy scratched his cheek, "You mean in volleyball?"

Kageyama scoffed. "What else?"

"I'm a wing spiker. But I used to be a libero."

"Wing spiker?" Kageyama quirked his eyebrow, "Spike my ball."

Kageyama tossed his quickest toss. The next moment he knew, there was a slam and Kageyama knew the ball was already on the other side of the court. There was a feeling bubbling inside him – happiness – because he finally found someone who can handle his tosses.

"Oi! Don't just suddenly tozz the ball!" Hinata whined, "I wasn't even ready! And OWW! Reduce the power of your toss! That hurts a lot!"

Kageyama abruptly grabbed the shorter boy's shoulder and narrowed his eyes at him. "Where? Where have you been all these years? Someone with that kind of spiking skills would have been well known in the volleyball world."

"Uh…" Hinata stared wide eyed at Kageyama's sudden weirdness, not really understanding just what Kageyama was asking. "I'm right here?"

Kageyama let go of Hinata and ran his fingers down his hair.

"Hey, hey, toss me some more balls. I still need want to play! And it's not every day you get a good ball. The seniors in my club always try to sabotage my balls last year, but this year's senpai-tachi are kinder, but they're less skilled. Spiking your balls is easier compared to theirs."

_Sabotaging?_ So he was one such victims? These kinds of things were common in a competitive world such as sport. Many geniuses had fallen victim, and their skills were buried along with the jealousy of their team mates.

Kageyama tossed another ball, this time more speed and less power. Hinata spiked it with a grin…

…only to sway dangerously when he landed, a hand on his head as if he was holding a pounding pain inside. Even Kageyama was alarmed.

"Hinata Shouyou!" A voice shouted from the entrance. A man walked into the court, while the others – certainly students – waited outside the entrance.

"Coach Sanada!" Hinata cried in surprise. "T-this isn't what it looks like! I am not exerting myself! C-certainly not!"

"You have always been a bad liar." The man chastised as he steadied Hinata. "I banned you from the court in the middle of the 4th quarter because you just had to keep on trying to copy that player's jamming moves, only for the ball to bounce back and hit your head for the 7th time today. I'm certain there's a slight concussion, and you are not fit to move just yet. And now you're gallivanting with a volleyball club and playing around? What will Akashi-kun say? You're a regular, for god's sake! Know when you're supposed to be resting!"

Hinata flinched. "I'm sorry I'm sorry I'm sorry I'm sorry! It's just Kitagawa's volleyball club is good and I just need to check up on them!"

"We'll drop you first in the hospital, and then we'll see if Akashi is willing to give you permission to rest from the basketball, gymnastics, and volleyball club. And this time, no more fooling around, understand?"

"Yes!" Hinata said with a gulp.

"Say your goodbyes. Your basketball gears have been packed and Jun is holding onto it now. Be quick."

And with that, the man left Hinata with Kitagawa's volleyball club members.

Kageyama glared at the boy. "You're a basketball regular?"

Hinata grinned. "Yup. My name is Hinata Shouyou. Teikou's basketball and volleyball regular, and one of the gymnastics regulars! Nice to meet you!"

"W-wait," Kindaichi exclaimed, "You're one of their regulars? The Generation of Miracles? Someone as short as you?"

"Hey! I resent that! I'm just as good in sports as my sempais are!" Hinata snapped, before sighing. "Well then, hopefully we'll meet in the volleyball championships, Kageyama Tobio."

Kageyama scoffed. "Likewise, Hinata Shouyou."

**.o0o.o0o.**

Aomine had completely stopped coming to practice, even with Momoi's legendary nagging – Coach Sanada had given the okay to him, Akashi didn't raise his hand in this.

_"As long as he brings victory, he can do whatever he wants,"_ Akashi had said.

Midorima kept on practicing, increasing the range of his three point, but that was it. He no longer bothered with Hinata anymore, deeming him strong enough to now stand in court by himself.

Murasakibara came to practice, not because he wanted to, but because Akashi ordered him to. Even then Murasakibara spent his time munching on his snacks rather than training.

Kise's practice time had decreased; he spent more and more of his time in his modeling job.  
>Akashi had become something akin to a supervisor, watching them like hawk as the others practiced, while Akashi himself rarely practiced with them.<p>

Hinata had taken to practicing in other times. He still kept his regimens, but Hinata avoided the basketball club like crazy, opting to drop in volleyball or gymnastics or some random club to accommodate his own training, which started to diverge to accommodate soccer, tennis, football and kendo.

Now, the only one who trained, really trained for basketball was only Kuroko Tetsuya.

_If the paths of the Generation of Miracles were separating, than Hinata was the one who separated the furthest, with Kuroko left behind in their original spot. Like a growing tree, where they are all branches, Hinata a separate trunk, and Kuroko still in the root._

**.o0o.o0o**

**A/N: Follow my art account on Instagran huntress_of_eclipse**

**Sorry about the earlier format... I didn't notice... it seems my phone worjs differently than my laptop TwT still trying to adjust typing stories with my phone.**

**I am dissapointed my grand comeback is like this TwT**


	10. End and Beginning

**X. End and Beginning**

They will be returning on the next month.

Hinata can't accept that - not when he have senpais and friends and his sports club, not when the next Junior High Championship was around the corner. He doesn't want to return back and begin anew.

So he fought tooth and nail against his mother's decision. Natsu too, seemed reluctant to return.

He still wanted to have fun - to play and spend his time together with his clubs. He went against opponents in several of courts and went all out against them.

He cheered the opponent's team, praised them and raked his mind for various methods to _keep the light in their eyes._

_But all his upperclassmen don't care._

They annihilated them, destroying all the effort Hinata made.

"Oi, shrimp, get up," Aomine grunted. They are in the locker room, preparing for the next match. "Our turn is next. No time to mop."

_No of course not._

Hinata smiled and pumped his fists up. "Yosh! I look forward to our next opponent! What do you think they are going to be like?"

"Feh… Probably nothing much." Aomine muttered, "Oi! How about _that _game again? The one Kise offered earlier?"

Hinata gulped at the word, because the game was just wrong. The game is just a competition between Teikou regulars - save for Ghost-sempai. The opponents are just… flies to be bat away. They amount to nothing in the face of such… monsters…

"Sure, why not?" Kise grinned. "We need to keep our motivation, right?"

_Since when do we need motivation in that shape?_

"I barely managed to fulfil my 30 basket quota in the last match." Murasakibara muttered, "You shouldn't hog the ball too much, Aomine-chin."

"You're the one who's too lazy to move."

_Ghost-sempai… where are you? I need help._

"It's time." Akashi said as he stood up. "Let's go."

_Where is the sempai that taught me last year? Aren't we going to have some fun? Rile the opponents up?_

"W-wait up!"

_This won't do. He can't handle this anymore._

**.o0o.o0o.**

5 weeks after the huge battle against his mother, during the Championship, Hinata consented to return to Miyagi Prefecture, no longer caring about the Final Championship.

Hinata Shouyou is absent for the remaining of his 2nd year, an automatic resignation to all the clubs he joined.

**.o0o.o0o.**

After careful deliberation from his mother, he was placed in Karasuno Junior High while Natsu will be moving into the school nearby. Quite a distance from his house, but it will make a good morning run.

The remaining of his junior high years are… bland…

He jumped from one club to the next, avoiding the basketball and the shogi club like plaque. There is no gymnastics in Karasuno, but there are volleyball and soccer club.

He kept still with his regiments.

He was doing his homework when his phone rang, signaling a message. Curious, Hinata flipped open his phone.

_Hinata-san,_

_I hope you are still continuing with sports?_

_Kuroko Tetsuya_

Hinata coughed. Ignoring his homework, he quickly typed a reply.

_How did you know my new phone number?_

_Hinata_

A ring.

_I asked your mother._

Hinata should've known. He didn't inform anyone that he is moving away. So seeing a message from Ghost-sempai shocked him.

There was another ring.

_Hinata, the basketball club are separating into different schools. Where are you?_

Hinata typed back the message.

_Karasuno, in Miyagi. I'll continue high school here. Please don't tell the others. You?_

Another ring

_Seirin High, Tokyo. Help me here, Hinata. Help me defeat the Generation of Miracles. Join Seirin for your high school._

A sad smile grazed Hinata's lips.

_Sorry, I quit basketball._

A few minutes, another ring.

_I understand._

**.o0o.o0o.**

_Hinata is drowning, down down, far below, and he is now standing in front of the double door, where his longtime companion resides._

_But why why why… Why is it that the doors are closed?_

_Why? When he finally reached the bottom?_

**.o0o.o0o.**

_This is a new beginning._

Kuroko repeated in his mind as he entered the basketball club.

_A new beginning, new team, new members, new goals._

_Defeat the Generation of Miracles._

The regulars - he had seen all of them back then when he stayed back in the championship, watching the first match of the high school section.

And the new members too, one of which have a huge potential in becoming a Generation of Miracle.

_But defeating them with just this will not be enough._

That was why he called Hinata. For all his naïveté and simplicity, he understands - Hinata tried to do what he can do in the court, while he, the Phantom, handled the other team's break down outside the court.

He didn't know which is harder - supporting the other team while his respected senpai ridiculed him for his useless efforts, or dealing with enraged athletes.

A rag tag team like Seirin, with no notable players other than Kiyoshi Teppei the Iron Heart, a Crownless General. A team which focuses on fast paced game with team work and passes - an ideal team for him and his purposes.

_The Black Horse._

Koganei waved a magazine - a sport magazine featuring his old team - and read all the information about the Generation of Miracles.

The magazine interview had been after the last Championship - Hinata was gone by then, it was not a surprise that he was not featured in the magazine.

"Whoa! It seems they forgot about the Phantom Sixth man!"

And of course they forgot about him too. But before he could hold his tongue he accidentally blurted out.

"However, I am not the only one forgotten."

Kuroko had never made any more indication about the Seventh Man ever since.

**.o0o.o0o.**

_Hinata,_

_Seirin is going to have a practice match with Kaijo. We will be going against Kise._

_Kuroko._

_._

_Ghost-sempai,_

_Good luck! I am going to have a practice match too against Mizakawa's Judo. The Judo Captain insisted TwT_

_Hinata._

**.o0o.o0o.**

He had defeated one. Seirin had finally defeated one!

Granted, it was only a practice match, but Seirin had defeated Kaijou - had defeated Kise.

Maybe he can do it after all. With Kagami and this new team. Maybe it's possible after all, even without Hinata's help - _it's possible-_

Kise cried his heart - for his lost, for the mistakes he made, for the team that was there and will always be there-

"Ne, Kuroko-chi, I'm sorry." Kise apologized, too ashamed to look into his eyes.

_It was not his fault. He doesn't know any better._

"It's never your fault, Kise-kun."

"Ne, do you know where Hinata-chi went? He disappeared before the championship was even over."

"... You should try calling his parents." _He did, and now he have Hinata's number._

"Ehhhh," he whined, "I don't even know them!"

"Then deal with it."

"You are so mean, Kuroko-chi."

_He missed this. He missed this so damn much._

**.o0o.o0o.**

_Hinata,_

_Seirin won. Kise asks where you are._

_._

_Ghost-sempai_

_Please, don't. Not yet._

**.o0o.o0o.**

Midorima stood, stoic still. The bandages wounding his fingers had gotten loose, but he didn't bother to tighten it back.

Because he _lost._

Oha-asa has predicted his lost against a _Leo._

It's pathetic. _He is pathetic._

He reached his home without much trouble. Cleaned himself up. Digging up his lucky item for the next day from the storage room, and his thoughts was hit by his kouhai.

_Hinata_

He didn't pay much attention to him back in the last Championship. He deemed Hinata strong enough to stand by himself. There was no more need for him to hover around.

_But he disappeared._

He didn't know Hinata's new phone number - the old one has been contacted, but it was not active anymore.

_Maybe he should ask Kuroko._

…

_No way in hell._

**.o0o.o0o.**

_Ghost sempai,_

_My soccer team managed to get into the nationals!_

_Hinata._

_._

_Hinata,_

_We still need to play one last match. We won against Midorima. He has been calling me for several times only to shut his phone off._

_Kuroko._

**.o0o.o0o.**

_Hinata,_

_We failed to defeat Aomine._

_Kuroko._

**.o0o.o0o.**

"Eh? Who's that?" Riko pointed to a boy standing awkwardly in front of the basketball club. His orange hair and thick jacket was quite eye-catching.

"Who knows?" Junpei shrugged. "Maybe a spy?"

"I'll use the Boston crab hold if he is actually a spy."

The both of them approached the teen, Riko smiling widely and politely in a manner that sent shivers up and down Junpei's spine. The teen - bless him, because he seemed too oblivious to Riko's murder tendencies - smiled hesitantly as he asked, "Eto, is this the basketball club?"

"Yes? Is there anything you need?"

"I… ah… want to meet someone. Though I thought perhaps I should ask permission first? Can you point me to the captain or the coach? M-maybe even the advisor!"

Both of them exchange glance, Riko immediately ruling him as a 'Not Spy' while Junpei is a bit reluctant.

"I am the coach here. Aida Riko. This is the captain, Hyuuga Junpei." she introduced, "Who would you like to meet?"

"A ghost."

Blood drained from the captain's and the coach's face.

"W-what?"

"So can I visit the club? Ghost sempai might only appear if I call him loudly. I miss him so much you know?"

Riko was currently oppressing Junpei with her glare, too late though, the strange teen has entered the club practice.

"GHOST SEMPAI! I MISS YOU!"

"Hinata-kun. What are you doing here?"

The stranger's - Hinata's - face brightened and he jumped for a hug with the teal haired teen who suddenly appeared near him.

"Ghost, Kuroko… should've known." Junpei muttered.

"I just won the Soccer Inter High quarterfinals around here, so I thought I might as well drop by and say hello!"

"And your team?"

"Eh, they are fine with it, asked me to get a couple of things, even!"

"Oi Kuroko!" Kagami stalked forward, "Who is this?"

"He is a kouhai from Teikou."

"EHHHH?"

"Play with me." Kagami demanded. "You smell strong."

"Ah, sorry, I don't play basketball. But I can show you a couple of tricks maybe? Half of the reason I came here is to comfort Ghost sempai after losing to Gorilla King."

It's easy to tell who Gorilla King is.

After a bit of negotiation, Hinata zipped down his jacket and threw it to the side, revealing a simple t-shirt.

It only took a moment for Riko to start coughing as she stared at the visible muscles. Despite the small body, the muscles are formed, made especially for speed and flexibility. However the way it flexed and the easy way the muscle moved against each other -

"Shit, Junpei!" Riko whispered, "He is not an ordinary player!"

"What?"

"That is Generation of Miracle standard muscle!"

"What!"

Kagami jumped as high as he could, slamming his fingers to the board right beside the ring. Hinata spent a moment to marvel at his height added with the jumping height, before grumbling and giving some sort of advice. Then he proceeded to jump for the ring.

His finger grazed the spot slightly higher than Kagami's.

"Yes! My jumps have gotten higher!"

Kagami stuttered out a shocked gasp.

"He marked higher than Kagami."

"Shit, those are serious muscles. He must've trained harder to compensate for height. Kuroko have some serious friends."

The rest of the practice was spent like that, with Hinata butting in and showing a better way to do a technique. He excused himself near the end, when the team is having an assembly.

"He is…" Junpei struggled to find words. "After meeting with Kise, Midorima and Aomine, I half expected everyone in Teikou will be jerks."

"Kuroko, he is a year below you?" Riko grilled.

"Yes." Kuroko answered, "Though he is no longer a Teikou student. He moved."

"He is not a Generation of Miracle?"

"No. He played multiple sports."

"Like I used to?" Koganei butted in.

"Yes."

**.o0o.o0o.**

_Ghost sempai_

_I missed basketball_

_._

_Then play it._

_._

_Can't. Still too early._

**.o0o.o0o.**

His phone rang. He took it from his pocket and flipped it open, only to pale when he read the contents.

.

_Shouyou,_

_I am summoning you into the stadium tomorrow._

_Akashi Seijuuro_

_._

_How did you know my phone number?_

_Hinata_

_._

_I asked your parents._

_._

Hinata should've known. It's not like he has much choice… right? Not if it is Captain the one who asked for him.

**.o0o.o0o.**

_Ah… everyone is here._

All members of the Generation of Miracles are here, lounging on the stairs waiting for Akashi's summons.

_Except Hinata_

Knowing Akashi, he must've invited Hinata over for a visit, and Hinata has never been able to refuse Akashi, so Hinata must've been hiding around here somewhere. Kuroko scowled when he realized he has no way of spotting Hinata, not when he was so small and capable of climbing walls and do parkour.

The confrontation between Akashi and Kagami weren't good, but he had expected it to go south, only with no scissors involved.

And of course Akashi had detected where Hinata is before he could. He threw the scissors to one of the trees nearby, and Hinata tumbled down, landing on a crouch with scissors in his hands.

"You!" Kagami shouted, noticing who it is.

"Hinata-chii!" Kise happily exclaimed.

"Shouyou," Akashi smiled, "You've been well."

"Y-yes."

"I've given you almost 1 year." Akashi said, "I have a good school in mind that you can join."

"I've already decided on which high school."

"Which is?"

"Karasuno High."

Akashi scowled. "That's not a good choice, Shouyou, not if you want to focus on basketball."

"I'm playing soccer and baseball right now."

"A dissapointment. You really should join our small competition, Shouyou. Your wins are guaranteed, unless you are facing one of us."

Hinata flinched.

"I'm not interested in that kind of game."

"Do whatever you want then."

Hinata jumped down into the bushes, running out of it and skidding into a stop, before turning into a corner.

**.o0o.o0o.**

_Hinata,_

_Seirin defeated Touou. That's the school Aomine goes._

_._

_WHOAAAA! Congratulations Ghost sempai!_

**.o0o.o0o.**

"Ghost sempai. Why did you call me her- GAH, Why is Gorilla King here?"

Hinata entered the street court where he knew Kuroko is, only to blanch when he saw Aomine - that insufferable ganguro - lounging to the side.

"Bah! I am the one wondering why Tetsu needs you when he got me!"

"Careful Aomine," Kuroko warned, "you sound jealous."

Hinata snickered.

"Hinata-kun, I want to learn how to shoot."

"Eh?" Hinata tilted his head. "Isn't that easy? You just make the ball go _FUWAAA _and then _SWOOSH!... _right?"

"He's hopeless." Aomine sighed.

Kuroko ignored the bickering. He went into the shooting position instead, and shoots the ball to the ring. It bounced from the rim - like it always does. Hinata have gone quiet, eyes gleaming with orange light as he observed the movement.

"You're doing it all wrong!" Hinata exclaimed. "You throw the ball like you are passing - like -like you are hitting mochi!"

"What."

"When you throw, your hand should look like - like… oh! Like when you are making miso noodles!"

Kuroko raked his brain to find out what Hinata meant. Hitting mochi required speed and power, and accuracy doesn't really matter since all he need to do is hit in one solid direction. Making miso noodles however, needed accuracy and the control of momentum, things that he does not require to have as a run and gun passing specialist.

"But hands that make mochi can't make noodles! The noodles will be destroyed! Snap in half because of too much strength!"

_Of course…_

"Oi Tetsu, you look like you understand whatever this shrimp is saying."

"I think I'll rest for today. Hinata-kun, should I buy a box of mochi for you?"

"Just when I am thinking about mochi!"

Hinata is just too transparent.

Now all he needs to do is think of a way to get around this… weakness...

**.o0o.o0o.**

_Hinata,_

_I'll be sending you a packet of Akita sweets from Murasakibara._

_Kuroko_

_._

_Ghost-sempai_

_Say 'thank-you' for me to Giant-san, okay?_

**.o0o.o0o.**

_Ghost sempai,_

_CONGRATULATION ON THE CHAMPIONSHIP! I watched it on TV._

_Hinata_

**.o0o.o0o.**

_Hinata,_

_I am sorry._

_Akashi Seijuuro_

_._

Hinata doesn't know what to reply to that.

**.o0o.o0o.**

1st year of high school was the time his monotone life went tumbling down.

For one, the twins he defeated back when he was in Teikou - he didn't quite remember the school name, but he remember the cool matrix move they made and the way they make Aomine and Kise collect fouls like they are candies - recognized him and pestered him to join the basketball club.

Second, was because of a certain volleyball player with intensity of a hawk who keeps on hounding him. Kageyama Tobio - he remembered that one, the way he set his balls, the way the ball flies before it hit his hands into the ground over the net. He dragged him down into the volleyball club and demanded him to write down his name in the club application.

Hinata didn't mind. Right now, he liked volleyball enough, despite what he went through in his middle school.

_Basketball, however, is another matter entirely._

The twin came to him and complained about how unfair it was that he joined the volleyball club as a permanent member.

The twin stopped hounding him ever since.

**.o0o.o0o.**

Shock accompanied with happiness and elation because _he is here._

That little orange thing that he met slightly more than a year ago in his school - that little thing who happens to be the only one who manages to hit the fast paced ball he sets - was sitting in the same class as he is in Karasuno.

_Maybe getting refused by Shiratorizawa has its own merits._

"Oi," Kageyama stood in front of him when school was over, eyes glaring with the intensity of daggers at the small creature sitting on the chair. "I didn't see you in the volleyball club."

"Eh? Ah! Kageyama!" Hinata grinned, jumping out of his seat, "I didn't expect you to be here! And I haven't decided which club I should enter! There's soooo many good sports club here!"

"Join the volleyball."

"Eh?"

"You like the ball I set, right?"

"Yeah?"

"Then join the volleyball club and play with me."

And with that, Hinata was dragged into the volleyball club, still not sure of what to make of the situation.

"Sempai! I am sorry for being late." Kageyama shouted after he entered the club, "But I bring a new member!"

"I am Hinata Shouyou, 1st year! Nice to meet you!"

"Do you bring your club application?" Sugawara asked.

Hinata glared at Kageyama. "No."

"Maa, that's fine. You see that girl over there?" he pointed at a girl holding a clipboard on the side of the court. "She's Shimizu Kiyoko. Just ask for the club application form from her."

And with that, Hinata, entered the club a stuttering and blubbering mess.

**.o0o.o0o.**

_Hinata drowned himself once more and came face to face to the double door._

_It was still closed._

**.o0o.o0o.**

Kageyama, over the span of a few weeks of training, finally realize that there was _something _lurking beneath the small, innocent facade, begging to be let out.

He would set the ball for Hinata, and Hinata would jump for it and the air will just _crackle _and the _beast is there _and _ready to devour _before the air calmed and Hinata hit the ball as if there's nothing happening.

Tsukiyama certainly noticed this. He avoided aggravating Hinata too much after the first practice together when the _beast _can be seen in Hinata's eyes. Tanaka certainly felt it too, as someone who competes for the spiker position, but he must've ignores it all together when Hinata wows and declared him a sempai.

Practice match against Aoba Johsai was when Kageyama finally, _fully_ aware of _the beast_.

**.o0o.o0o.**

_Hinata let himself drown once again. The doors down below was still closed, but it was rattling angrily - like whatever inside is itching to go out._

**.o0o.o0o.**

Karasuno easily won the 1st set. But on the second set, the captain and real setter - Toru Oikawa, Kageyama's senpai from junior high - entered the game.

Hinata had been silent and observing ever since his initial surprised exclamation of "Eh? Flowery Man 2!?" when Oikawa entered the court.

They lost the the second set. 25 - 18 in Aoba Johsai's favor.

A shit eating grin was on Hinata's face and Kageyama could feel it _stirring_ and _crackling_ and - and it was so _strong_ and _oppressing_ -

Kageyama was sure the rest of the team could feel _it _brewing. Even Oikawa - who certainly have never met Hinata, could immediately feel _it _and _be wary of it._

He got to thank Tanaka and Sugawara senpai for breaking Hinata from that oppressing air. Tanaka - for slapping Hinata's back and saying something half encouraging half stupid, and Sugawara for teasing Hinata back into his usual self.

Tsukishima landed the finishing blow, saying something completely offensive in Hinata's ear that immediately sent Hinata into a childish rage.

But when the 3rd set begins and Hinata dropped back into the abyss and the air around him _cracks _and _snaps - _Hinata received Oikawa's serves _perfectly_, the ball flying in the air and into his hands before he sets it for Tanaka to spike.

And the ball returned to their side and the captain received the ball and gave it to him and he was about to set it once more for Tanaka to spike because Hinata was in the _far back_ of the court and suddenly -

_Suddenly_ Hinata was right behind him, jumping high in the air, demanding to _pass the ball to me look I am free I can do it look the blockers are so far behind me..._

The next moment, there was a slam and the ball was on the other side and Hinata slowly landed on the ground.

_Oppressing… demanding… that's the right word for Hinata._

And Kageyama found himself, for the first time, unable to keep up.

_Is this what his team mates feel when he demanded them to be quicker?_

He had never did it ever since he came to Karasuno, he tried to tone down his demands, tried his best to adjust himself to his team so that he won't make the same mistakes again.

_But this little shrimp - without even realizing he-_

The next rally begins, and Hinata went quicker and wilder, his spikes getting sharper, his blocks getting more _intense_ and _all the players got ensnared by Hinata's web_ and -

_Look at me, set the ball for me, I can do it, I'll go against them -_

Hinata _controlled_ the pace of the game, going _faster_ and _faster_ and both sides of the team are _getting exhausted so quickly_ but Oikawa _still_ control the points -

Karasuno lost with the points 36 - 34.

**.o0o.o0o.**

"I didn't know flowery men can become a captain too." the little orange teen said to him as he rested, not at all winded even after pulling the pace of a whole set after him.

It irked Oikawa - irked him so much that there is another genius so _natural._

Natural geniuses who had been deprived from any form of challenges are the most dangerous kinds of beasts that can be found on court. And Oikawa had just faced one such creature and _won._

Granted, most people probably didn't even know that beast the smaller boy is keeping a leash on.

"Perhaps you just need to know more people." Oikawa replied.

"But captains are oppressive. My old one certainly is, my current one looks kind, but he is stern."

_Sawamura Daichi_ - Oikawa recalled the name of Karasuno's captain. He does seem the kind.

"Not all captains are." Oikawa smiled. "I am one such captain."

"You are… kind of cool." the orange haired teen said - now Oikawa remembered his name… Hinata was it? He was too irritated on the fact that he lost the pace of the game earlier to try and recall his name. "Thank you for your advice, Flower King!"

Oikawa flinched at the plain horridness of the name as Hinata walked away. He aimed his irritation at the setter that used to be his kouhai instead.

"_Oi, control your minion better. Don't you know how dangerous it is to let him out like that? You are a setter! Don't get yourself pulled."_

**.o0o.o0o.**

"Hinata?"

Sawamura stood menacingly in front of Hinata, that smile that _murders_ were painted on his face, and Hinata stood stiff scared.

"Y-yes?"

"Since when did I give the permission to play the game _like that?"_

"E-eh? Eto… what? But that's how I usually play volleyball?"

"Huh?"

"Hinata used to be on a one man team." Kageyama answered. He had kept his eyes on the Teikou volleyball ever since meeting Hinata. "He brought Teiko Junior High volleyball from a no name team to one of the best 8 in Tokyo."

At least, that's what Kageyama had thought. The last practice match only cemented it.

"Now that's something we need to fix." Suga hummed.

**.o0o.o0o.**

"Ace huh?"

Hinata hummed as he listens into the conversation about a third year, Azumane Asahi. The image of Aomine formed in his mind, slowly falling into his own power, followed by the whole team. Hinata scowled.

"Aces who can't hold themselves up are scum. And the whole team will pay for it."

Hinata won't let that happen to this new team he had finally gotten comfortable with.

He stalked towards the school, ignoring the enraged shout of the newest sempai - Nishinoya.

When he returns back to the club, it was with a certain third year in hand, whose wrist Hinata is gripping tightly.

The rest – let's just say Nishinoya is the one who handle it.

**.o0o.o0o.**

_This can't be, can't it?_

Ukai's brain whirled as he observed the shortest member of the group.

_Why is he here?_

What is a Generation of Miracle doing right here, playing volleyball?

**.o0o.o0o.**

_Momoicchi,_

_I want to visit Hinata-cchi. Accompany me?_

_._

_Sure!_

**.o0o.o0o.**

"Naa…" Kise sighed as he looked at Karasuno High school building, "Now how do I find Hinata-chii?"

"There's a twin of basketball players from Kamata West who played against us." Momoi suggested. "We can find them in the basketball club. Surely they know where a high profile player like Hinata is."

"Ehh… sure."

"I'll ask where the basketball club is. You stay and keep your hood up."

Kise fiddled with his jacket for a moment, feeling uncomfortable with hiding when all he knows is to flaunt his charms and smiles. Luckily, Momoi quickly came back.

"This way."

**.o0o.o0o.**

_Decoy_

That was the first time he was given such a unique role.

Usually, the ace of the club he temporarily joins will try their best to work alongside him.

Not with Karasuno Volleyball, however. They wanted him to shine as much as possible, take their attention away, and when the time comes, the real _ace, _the other spikers will go for the kill.

Well, this is also the first time he was given the position of Middle Blocker. And Karasuno isn't the most normal team, so he took it in stride.

Hinata jumped up and swished his hand down in a slam, but as it turns out, Kageyama was setting the ball to Asahi senpai.

A little shuffle, and the ball was back into Kageyama's hands, Hinata half expected the ball to go into Tanaka, but nevertheless, he still kept his jumps high and power rolling.

The ball slammed to his hands, hitting the ground opposite the net.

"WHOAAA!" Hinata wowed, "Kageyama, nice ball! I didn't even know the ball is coming to my way!"

Kageyama smirked.

"Hi-chaaann!" the door bursted open, and in enters a pink haired girl, followed by a pair of twin, "That was a good ball! Better than it was in middle school!"

Hinata froze. "Momoi?"

"Eh? Our kouhai knows a goddess?" Nishinoya excitedly asks.

"He moves quickly!" Tanaka intoned.

"It's been a long time," Momoi said as she approached him. "We all missed you. Why didn't you return to basketball?"

"Eh…" Hinata stuttered, "Eto - I can't -"

Momoi draped her arms around Hinata and pulled him into her chest. There was a scandalized shout from Nishinoya and Tanaka.

"I understand." she said, "But if I say that they all changed? That Kuroko brought them back?"

Hinata shook his head, a muffled 'no' coming out of his mouth.

"Momoi-cchi!" a blur of yellow entered the volleyball court before slamming the door close and lock it. "Momoi-cchi! You're so cruel! Why did you leave me there?"

"Ki-chan is the one who needs to be more careful!" Momoi huffed, "I told you I'll leave you when the girls recognize it's you! I'm not waiting for you to finish autographing!"

"But the wind is the one who blow my hood!" Kise wailed, "Why am I at fault? Eh? Is that Hinata-cchi?" he brightened and joined the hug, "Hinata-chiii! I miss you sooo much!"

Hinata coughed when the sharp smell of perfume invaded his senses. "Flower man, get away! I don't like your smell!"

Kise continued on as if he didn't hear Hinata's complains.

"Generation of Miracles is full of wackos after all, Senri." one of the twins said.

"It's kind of expected, Shinra," the other twin said.

"Now can you _please _get Hinata to join our basketball club?"

"His skills are wasted here."

"Hai, hai," Kise replied the twins as he faced Hinata, "Return to basketball, Hinata-chii?"

"No,"

"Then play one-on-one with me? The one who loses will do as the winner orders."

"No."

"Oh, okay," Kise smiled and let go of Hinata, "then I'll play volleyball with you until you agree for a basketball match with me!"

"Eh! NO! Get out! I told you I'm not playing basketball anymore."

Too late. Kise had snatched the ball meant for Asahi and spiked it over the net, exactly the way Asahi spiked it.

"Ohh!" Kise grinned, "It's quite easy! I think I'm starting to have a hang on this."

"You always have the hang on everything when it comes to sport, Ki-chan."

**.o0o.o0o.**

_Genius and dangerous… _That's what comes into his mind when he sees this blonde stranger play. _Like Hinata…_

It was an entirely different kind of danger. If Hinata feels like that far, far away figure that's unreachable, that have all sorts of different set of unique claws and teeth, Kise feels like he is always running alongside, watching, waiting, saving and copying all sorts of weapon available and doable that can be presented.

Each of them is a sight to behold.

Kageyama faintly noticed that all the players that are currently playing are exhausted, him included. But these two… this pair of abnormal genius, keeps on going at each other, one upping and testing their limits.

Hinata, Kageyama, Daichi, Nishinoya and Ennoshita stood on one side, and Kise, Tsukishima, Sugawara, Asahi and Tanaka on the other. The only one other than those two who seems to have more energy to burn seems to be himself, Tanaka and Daichi. And even then, they are already winded enough.

Coach Ukai, who is refereeing the game, can never manage his surprise and awe each time the two of them pull something odd, like Hinata's constant cartwheel, spins, bursts of speed and flexibility, and Kise's tendencies to copy all the players on court, letting himself function as Spiker, Setter, Middle Blocker and Libero, all at the same time.

It irked him, irked the whole team that the moves they spent time, blood, and sweat were easily copied _just like that_ by this stranger.

Hinata, as if he was noticing the effects of going against Kise, bit his lips and sighed heavily.

"Oi Flower Man!" he called, "One-on-one basketball match! If I win, don't bother me about returning to basketball!"

Kise grinned. "And if I win, return back immediately. Join the Interhigh."

Shinra and Senri, the twin, grinned and bumped their fist.

**.o0o.o0o.**

**A/N**

**Okay… this is something I dished out over night so forgive me if I have any mistakes. I think it will be 2 more chapters before this story will be done. I am focusing more on Hinata and GoM interaction, so yeah.**

**If Hinata seems too hesitant and timid in this chapter… well… just consider the fact that almost all the senpai (that is still the majority of his close friends) he look up to suddenly turned against him.**

**Unlike other GoM who focuses on basketball and achieved victory over victory, Hinata joined other clubs and experienced loses. These loses keeps him grounded - it separates him from the GoM.**

**Kuroko himself wouldn't understand how difficult it is for Hinata, just like how Hinata wouldn't understand Kuroko. But they have the agreement to stay close, stay in contact, because they are the 'remaining'.**

**Kamata West High have a set of twins which uses Aikido moves in basketball.**

**.**

**QUESTION!**

**Can anyone guess Hinata's abilities? What do you think happened to Hinata's Zone? What is Hinata's trigger for Zone?**

**.**

**Check my insta art acc huntress_of_eclipse**


	11. Slowly

**XI. Slowly...**

Kangawa Senri was bored. They are in their 2nd lesson, but there's nothing really of note since it was just the 1st day of 1st year highschool in a completely new place, so it was mostly introductions and orientation. Shinra, his twin, was sitting beside him as he spinned a pencil with his fingers.

Senri opted to let his eyes wander around. Maybe let his mind wander to basketball and aikido instead. But before his eyes would wander some more, it landed on a certain orange haired boy diligently listening on what is being said.

The hair - he remembered a certain basketball player with exactly the same hair. A Teikou player that managed to avoid each of the twins attempt to make him commit a foul.

There's only one thing Senri could feel.

_Lucky_

Senri tugged Shinra's sleeve as he pointed at said orange head sitting in the same class as them.

Shinra crunched his face and tilted his head, like he wasn't quite sure what Senri is trying to convey.

Senri sighed, wrote something in his notebook and tilted it so that Shinra, who is sitting on the table beside could see.

_GoM_

Shinra blanched, and pointed at the same orange head with his own head tilted.

_Really?_

Senri nodded. Shinra took a deep breath to calm himself before he give a thumbs up at Shinra and then glancing the orange head before his gaze settled back to Shinra.

_Recruit him?_

Shinra replied with a thumbs up, before pointed his forefinger downward.

_Yes. After this period._

Sad to say, but the orange haired boy declined. But it's not like they are giving up anytime soon. Not when someone of his caliber is here.

It was only the next day, when the volleyball team recruited him did they started to _really _plot. They might stop badgering him to join the basketball team, _nevertheless…_

They are smart. They searched for another method.

One of their classmates is a fan of Kise Ryouta, and she is on friendly terms. They made her message him about where the youngest Generation of Miracles is, by making her think that information about Kise's old team mate will please Kise.

_Kise-kun, Hinata Shouyo is one of my classmate!_

And a few weeks later - Kise is a model, so they understand that his schedule is packed - Kise finally made an appearance, with his middle school manager in tow.

_Their plan is half succeeded._

**.o0o.o0o.**

Their newest member that Kageyama dragged in is small but Kageyama had declared that this orange haired teen could do so much more than just hit the ball he set in the fullest capabilities.

But Sugawara knew there's _something _with their shortest member, in both good and bad ways. He is flexible and much stronger and faster than he looks. He could've ran wild since the beginning, run the whole team down into destruction, but he didn't.

He stayed by their side, did his best to go along with them, adjusted his skills so that they play together and not entirely relying on him.

Suga had likened him to Karasuno's most recent legend, the Little Giant, and gave him a jersey with the number 10. Hinata had tilted his head in confusion and there was a moment of chaos in the team as they blunder about to explain the Karasuno Volleyball history.

Tanaka almost teared his hair off - not that there is any difference since Tanaka is as bald as is.

But Suga knew _something more _with the shortest member because he was much _much _more observant than most people. For all of Kageyama's skill with the volleyball, Suga always had leaps and bounds of social interaction and observation.

Hinata is… _empty._ Hollow, like he was just… wandering and wandering - like he was subdued by something even Suga could not understand - like he was not quite sure of what to do with teams and his skills.

Skills - Suga could see thousands and hundreds of possibilities Hinata had learned. There's a bit of gymnastics certainly, if the way Hinata runs for the ball is any indication, then maybe a bit of badminton from the way Hinata uses the balls of his feet to step quicker. Half Step, was it? Certainly track team too. And Judo intense marking too.

Hinata's ball handling is quite… it's okay, but it's like Hinata is not quite used to the size and weight of the ball. Like he had played with all sorts of balls and was quite hesitant to get used to one particular ball.

Understandable, knowing how Hinata often sneak into all sorts of clubs. It's some sort of open secret within the school.

Teams, however, seems like a topic Hinata can't quite discuss. Like he can't quite grasp that he is on a team right now, and would like to protect it from something Suga didn't understand.

First indication is the undoubtedly utter respect Hinata gave Daichi that made him quite uncomfortable. But there was an underlying fear and hesitation, which slowly melts into companionship and some sort of cute father - son relationship by the 3rd week.

The next one was when Nishinoya returned, and Azumane Asahi became the topic for discussion. He dragged Asahi into the club and threw him to Nishinoya, where Asahi got an earful.

Third was the way Hinata went out of his way to keep annoying Kageyama, like there was something Kageyama have that Suga can't see just yet but Hinata could feel it. Like Hinata was trying to prevent… something...

Teams are certainly a touchy topic for Hinata. But never once did he realize that Hinata was from that group.

Generation of Miracles.

It all came down to him when he saw the blonde model from the famous Teikou basketball club to understand.

And it took a few moments into the basketball match to realize just _how much Hinata is holding himself back._

_Jumps and spins and cartwheel and twists, accompanied by kendo steps and boxing quick steals and Judo intense marks, volleyball slams and parkour style runs and so much more that he can't see._

_Scary, _he found himself thinking, _is that really Hinata?_

The earlier volleyball match doesn't hold a candle against this basketball showdown, mainly because the both of them aren't exactly facing each other, but now, as he stood watch on the sidelines of the basketball court looking as the two sole players run back and forth the court…

"It's scary isn't it?" the pink haired girl said. "I am Momoi by the way. I used to be their manager."

"Ah, I am Sugawara Koushi. Vice-captain." Suga said as he watched the unfolding game alongside Karasuno Volleyball and Basketball. The basketball twins cheered on Kise noisily.

"Hinata has never mentioned about us, has he?" Momoi asked. "It's expected though… with how he was treated."

"He was very good at volleyball I thought that is his main sport." Suga said.

"He is a permanent member of basketball, volleyball and gymnastics back in middle school."

"Kise-san seems formidable too."

"Kise can copy any sort of movements. Perfect Copy allows him to copy any style he wants, and he is currently using the other team mate's skills."

"Is that so?" Suga chuckled, "And here I thought he was like Hinata who played different sort of sports."

"You aren't that wrong in that account."

**.o0o.o0o.**

_Hinata has changed._

Karasuno basketball captain threw up the ball, and both he and Hinata jumped for the ball. He reached the ball first and push it into a favorable place.

_Hinata has changed, _Kise found himself thinking. He caught a glimpse of Hinata's amber eyes that leaves a trail of orange light and saw that _something _was twisting and roaring inside and _since when does Hinata-chii look like that?_

Hinata was on him the moment his hands grazed the ball on ground. He twisted his body, quickly snatching the ball before Hinata could really hold him down. But Hinata ducked, and used his arms to help him spring to the ball before Kise could evade.

Hinata went into a shooting position few steps from the 3 point line, like Midorima's, but not quite similar. Granted, Kise should've known that with the way Midorima favours 3 points, the sharpshooter would've taught Hinata too.

Only, Hinata must not have any reason to show it off until now.

_3-0, in Hinata's favor._

Hinata still have 17 more points to go before Kise would shut up. Kise still has 20 more points to convince him to return.

Right… in this situation… he can use _that, _right?

Right. This is a quick match. There's no harm if he is to go all out.

Hinata was in front of him, dribbling the wall, trying to get past him.

_Inhale… exhale…_

Kise opens his eyes, did the things that is just so _Akashi _that causes ankle breaks. Hinata fell, surprised and disoriented. Kise took the chance to score a two point.

Hinata slowly stood up, looking at him with _the expression that devours _as he asked. "Isn't that Captain's?"

Kise smirked. "I've changed Hinata. _Evolved. _Thanks to Kurokochii."

_How about you_?

That question hung in the air, unasked, but weighing heavy on Hinata.

_But Hinata changed too. _Kise belatedly remembers. _He keeps on evolving when all of them rested in stagnation, prowling in disatisfaction on top. Hinata kept reaching up and reaching high._

That's why, for Kise, there's no room to rest.

Kise copied Aomine to avoid Hinata's steals. Copied Murasakibara so he can shrug off Hinata as he jumped for the ring. Copied Midorima when Hinata's quite behind him.

_15 - 15_

He can do this. Hinata will return back to them. He have to do this. _He can't fail._

_He shoots._

**.o0o.o0o.**

_17 - 15, in Kise's favor._

Hinata notes numbly. Slightly more than a year ago, Hinata is capable of keeping his scores above Kise. Both of them kept some sort of rivalry. Kise for being the youngest in basketball, Hinata for being the youngest in age.

"You really have changed." Hinata stated to Kise. _They really have returned._

_But he can't - he still doesn't want to return to basketball. He have volleyball right here, with this team._

_**Hinata drowned himself down down below under the clear water surface. He faced the double door, still closed. But that doesn't matter, because - **_

When he blinks his eyes open, everything was so clear.

**-** _**this is the only thing he needs. He wants to show he evolved too. He wanted to show that he can now enter that place-that-he-was-unable-to-enter so easily right now. Show that he can reach the very bottom.**_

Kise is coming at him. And he makes a weird dribble, before darting to the side. Hinata could feel his feet losing their balance, his body slowly falling to the ground.

_Akashi's Emperor Eye, _Hinata realizes belatedly, _ankle break._

**The door started rattling.**

Hinata twisted, using his hands to support him before he pushed off the ground and tried to steal the ball from right behind Kise.

He failed. Kise made the shot.

_19 - 15_

The whistle is a pain in his ears. When the game continues, he slowly - _why is he so slow damn it - _came to a stop in front of Kise who is dribbling the ball.

Kise skidded into a halt. Kise made a motion - back and forth, once - before he bent down and kicked off the ground -

_Aomine's favorite, deceleration and acceleration _Hinata recognized it, _a move both he and Aomine loves so much to use._

He stole the ball when Kise is passing through, crossing Kise before he have the chance to actually go through him and ducking under Kise's arm with the ball in hand. He adjusted his hands at the sudden ball weight.

Hinata drop into a 3 point shooting position, because he is behind by 4 points - _5 more -_ until Kise can shut up about this.

Kise, as if he expected Hinata to do it, slapped the ball from behind Hinata, causing Hinata's aim to go awry. The ball rebounded, both of them raced for it.

_**The rattling became louder and louder.**_

Hinata leapt as quick as possible and didn't even bother to wait until he land to shoot.

_19 - 17_

Hinata wins if he shoot a 3 pointer. Kise wins if he score any sort of ball. It's not in his favor, but the difference is thin. He can win this. _He will win this._

_Damn it he missed this so much._

_**The rattling became so very loud.**_

Everything still seems agonizingly slow. He can see clearly, and he remembered all those times where he can see very _very _clearly like this.

_Each time he was about to against blockers head to head in volleyball, each time he kicks the soccer ball into the goal, each time he wants to steal a ball, each time he saw the enemy coming at him with spirit and passion, each time he was soaring in the skies-_

Yes. _Yes. He can do this._

_**But the door was rattling. Rattling angrily and desperately.**_

The ball is with Kise. There was a flurry of movements, with Hinata trying to grab a hold of the ball. Kise, surprisingly, used one of Hinata's famed cartwheel-dribble to get past him.

Hinata broke out of his shock, jumped after Kise so that _his fingers can graze the ball and so that Kise miss-_

His fingers grazed the ball Kise threw. The ball bounced of the boards.

_**He dared himself to take a step, willed himself to open the door.**_

_When is the last time he had this much fun? This much thrill? This much fun with his friends?_

Hinata has faced people much better than Generation of Miracles in other sports - people more challenging.

_But none beats going against his sempai._

_No one ever has._

_Sempais who nurtured him and was his friend, rivals, teachers who he always __**always **__yearn to win against._

Kise managed to steal the ball. And he could feel the subtle changes in the way Kise moved. There's more strength - more sturdiness and more grounded. Just like...

_Murasakibara..._

He was the only one Hinata had never managed to hold against. The difference in built was just too apparent. Hinata usually used his shortness as a weapon against Murasakibara, and only Murasakibara because it's only effective due to the drastic difference.

But Kise is not as tall as Murasakibara. The techniques used on Murasakibara will not be effective on Kise.

_**The door bursted open.**_

And suddenly, what was clear became even clearer. The movements that used to be quick became slow in his eyes. His light body suddenly felt like someone has stuffed lead inside.

_Kise will go TA THUMP and toBAM! He can counter Kise with Thump FWOOSH tratathump SWOOSH!_

But Kise's muscles suddenly stopped and rippled, like he could see Hinata moving to counter Murasakibara. Then he could see the muscles pulling and pushing and there was a sudden increase of tensing muscles on the legs and abdomen -

_Aomine's acceleration, _Hinata noted, _FWOOSH and SWOOSH. Go Flick when he pass._

Hinata stilled, and Kise took the chance to go around Hinata towards the ring -

_Kise can't pass through- He shouldn't pass through - Hinata hates to lose - he won't let him win - this is fun -more moremoremore-_

_Flick_

_-_ Hinata stole the ball with a flick of his hand. Using his superior gymnastic skills, he quickly reached the other court and went to a 3 point line shooting position -

_No nononono - Kise is right behind - he is tall enough to stop Hinata's shots - what to do whattodo -_

"_**Gymnastics, Hinata," the voice resounded a mere whisper in his mind, "Matsuri sempai. Don't you remember? The one with the spinning ball -"**_

_**Ahh… he did remember -**_

"_**Use it - useit! Spin the ball and volleyball slam it down with all our strength and let it bounce forward and then it will fly to the ring and if it looks like it will miss just rebound it or continue it with dunk or alley loop it doesn't matter either way because we will win - he won't expect it - Kise wouldn't know what hit him!"**_

Hinata stopped right before the 3 point line and turned around and he saw that Kise is fervently blocking his way _upwards - Kise is tall enough to stop his shots from __**behind**_ _him - _And he can't shoot up - not here - _not now._

_But he needed a 3 point to win this fast._

It doesn't matter either way, because Kise's legs are open, bent and tense in preparation for a jump, but wide enough for the ball to slip in -

_It reminded Hinata of that time - the first time Hinata went and slip into the space between Murasakibara's legs._

The ball was held between Hinata's palms and he spun it in the air, spun it vertically from the ground and into his direction - _Kise is focusing on a shoot, he won't expect Hinata will be going downwards and backwards instead of upwards and forwards - _before he slammed it down, hard, with the palms of his hands - like one would serve in volleyball. The ball passed through the space between Kise's legs - _look at his face, he is surprised - _on the ground _behind _Kise.

The ball rested on the ground for a moment, before it was back to the air - soaring high and mighty -

But instead of the ball going into the other court, it went back to their direction - to Hinata's direction and the direction of the ring -

_Swoosh_

It entered the ring.

_20 - 19, Hinata's win_

He didn't realize that by the end of the match he was smiling wildly - _happily._

**.o0o.o0o.**

Kise's plans when he entered Karasuno High had been simple.

Plan A was to play a basketball match against Hinata. If he win, Hinata will return.

Plan B was, if he lose, well… he was hoping the thoughts and memories of the _fun _challenges in Teikou will somehow bring back Hinata.

It did - Hinata smiled at the end of the game. There was challenge and wilderness in his face. But the moment Kise mentioned about _how happy Hinata-chii looked _and _how all of the Generation of Miracles missed Hinata-chii in the court _and that _Generation of Miracles has gotten even stronger -_

Hinata scowled, said that he won't be returning to basketball _ever _and asked him to leave and keep his promise no matter Kise and Momoi whined and wailed.

Kise and Momoi is considered the _Most Irresistible Pair_ for a reason.

"Aahhhh…" Kise yawned, covering his mouth with his hands as they sat on the train back to Tokyo, "I didn't know Hinata-chii had gotten _that _much stronger."

"Well," Momoi sighed, "He is able to join more clubs and learn much more basic moves than back in Teikou."

"That last move is a surprise."

"That last move," Momoi hummed, "I'm pretty sure it's the first time he used it. Hinata learned delicate ball handling from the Teikou Gymnastics Club, but he never made any indication of ever using a move like that. It would have been too straining and difficult."

"What makes you say that?"

"Women's instinct."

Kise sighed once more.

_Well… there's still Plan C…_

Kise flipped his phone open and messaged the other Generation of Miracles.

"Ki-chin is vicious." Momoi grinned when she peered into his phone.

Kise just shrugged his shoulders with a smile, before retorting back, "Says the one who managed to get information spies from Hinata-chi's team."

"Mou, the two of them are rather gentleman in a funny way."

**.o0o.o0o.**

"Hinata," Ukai called, "a moment please."

"Hai!" Hinata said between his pants and gasps. He slowly stood up, stretching his body so that the pain and numbness will ease. It was rare that he got himself this tired, not when Hinata's stamina is off charts.

But Kise _is _a Generation of Miracle. Hinata's body is always sore after each show down with Generation of Miracle quality athlete.

"Coach." Hinata stood in front of the coach.

"Hinata, let's be truthful," Ukai said, "Do you like basketball?"

"Right now?" Hinata asked, "No. I'm favoring volleyball."

"Do you want to return to basketball?"

"I told Kise, no." Hinata scowled. "Listen. I might be one of Teikou's basketball regular, but right now I am Karasuno Volleyball Player. Every sports I play in _I will give it my all_."

Ukai hummed with a smile. "Do you have anything in mind that can bring Karasuno further up?"

Hinata tilted his head, not quite understanding what Ukai is asking for, so the coach opted to rephrase his question.

"So, what kind of training do you have in your Middle School?"

Hinata coughed and paled. He looked at the faces of the volleyball members, before he looked straight back at Ukai.

Ukai grinned. _Oh this will be good._

**.o0o.o0o.**

"Nekoma?" Hinata tilted his head, "As in Nekoma High, Tokyo?"

The volleyball club has been discussing about another practice match, thanking Takeda-sensei for his hard work in getting matches for Karasuno.

"Yeah. We'll have a practice match against them after the training camp." Suga asked. "Something the matter?"

"Eh…" Hinata hummed, "I think I played against their Middle School, once, in Junior High."

"Ohhh!" Tanaka grinned, "Tell us! Most of the players probably stay the same, you know?"

"Hinata spent a few years in Tokyo, didn't he?" Sawamura hummed.

"I used to party with the Nekoma when we lose the championship." Hinata said.

"Party?"

"Nekoma?"

"Something about the members, Hinata," Sawamura chided.

Hinata scrunched his face, before scowling and growling.

"The captain…"

"Yes, yes?" Nishinoya urged.

"...called me _**short acrobatic monkey**__._"

That… _that _was the first time the team saw Hinata swearing vengeance and retribution.

**.o0o.o0o.**

During the training camp, Hinata didn't join them as they increased their stamina. Ukai forced him to smooth out his rough techniques.

When they returned from their run, it was to a grinning Ukai and a Hinata who is bragging about a _FWUIIiiiWUH SLAM _serve.

Hinata's palms are redder than ever.

Ukai warned him not to use it on Nekoma… not yet.

**.o0o.o0o.**

"_You_."

"Yep," said the person hanging his arms around his shoulders. "Miss me?"

"Let go of me! And I still haven't forgiven you for the insult!"

Kenma sighed as Kuroo immediately go into the opposing team the moment he noticed just _who _is one of the newest member.

"Oraa ora," Kuroo drawled, "I am the one who's supposed to be angry since you up and disappeared from Teikou in your 3rd year."

"Why do you even _need _to go to Teikou?"

"Scouting," he drawled, "But the student I specifically asked for is no longer a student there." He pointedly looked at Hinata.

Hinata had been trying to outmaneuver Kuroo's arms during the whole conversation. It's useless though, not when Kuroo's other hand were hooked on Hinata's jersey.

"S-sempai!" Hinata shouted, "Help!"

"Ohhh! We will protect you!"

"Let go of him!"

Two of the other Karasuno players, a bald head and the other shorty, jumped forward in Hinata's defence in a delinquent-like method. They snap their necks and crack their knuckles as they approach.

Kuroo can't resist himself. The situation practically asks him to antagonize them. "Hinata, you should've went to Nekoma," he grinned at the fumed Karasuno members, "Our defence is good and you can boost our offence. _Fully offence. _Don't you want that?"

Tanaka and Nishinoya exploded. The captain - good old soul that he is - managed to hold them back.

_Not so good after all, _Kuroo thought wrily as the other captain sent out a poisonous smile in Kuroo's direction as he dragged the two delinquent back.

And in the midst of the conversation Hinata has managed to wriggle himself free and was now following the other Karasunos.

_Oh well… there's still time to antagonize them._

**.o0o.o0o.**

Hinata had gone out of control - _again._

Kageyama grumbled under his breath as he watched Hinata throw back petty insults at the opposing team's captain.

Thankfully, it's not that _prowling beast wanting to eat and devour _kind of out of control - the team can't really handle a fast paced game that Hinata leads due to the huge gap in stamina.

Not yet, anyway. Coach Ukai increased their stamina training by leaps and bounds to fix that.

But Hinata can't concentrate enough for the game with Kuroo taunting at him every moment. It's like Kuroo knew just when Hinata is going into the _game_ mood and said something offensive that trips Hinata and sent him into a childish rage.

The score is _19 - 16 _in Nekoma's favor.

Hinata's not good in this game. _Especially not when Kuroo is right in front of Hinata __**right this moment for the next rally.**_

Kageyama sighed, scowled, scoffed for a bit and decided to just go to hell with it.

"You stupid mean Snake Man II!" Hinata shouted, "How come you are a snake in _Neko_ma? That doesn't make sense -Yowch!"

He kicked Hinata on the back of his knee.

"What was that for, Bakageyama!" Hinata glared at him.

_For your loudness and lack of concentration._

"Concentrate, Hinata." Kageyama said, "You don't want to lose to him, don't you?"

"Ha? I'll win this and get my revenge!" Hinata declared, "Just you wait and see."

After the short exchange, Kageyama could see Tanaka and the captain giving thumbs up at him.

_What…_

**.o0o.o0o.**

_27 - 25, Nekoma's win._

Hinata had considerably calmed down ever since Kageyama's knee attack and the scores had quickly increased to match Nekoma.

And Kageyama finally detected another threat in the midst of Nekoma with the form of a certain player that keeps on following Hinata as he spike and gets closer and closer towards Hinata.

He'll reach Hinata's spikes. It's only a matter of time.

The second set begins. Karasuno kept the lead thanks to the offensive freedom Hinata gave to the other spikers.

It was in the middle half of the game, when the points are _18 - 16 _in Nekoma's favor that it happened again.

The player marking on Hinata had managed to catch up to Hinata for 3 consecutive times, and Hinata took it as a challenged and decided to up the game. Kuroo, as if he noticed the tell tale of a beast emerging, tried to diffuse the situation by making another crude joke.

But Hinata is too far in this time.

_Look at me I am the strongest I'll defeat the blockers I can spike a point give me the ball I'll prove to them we'll win this nice and good -_

_**NO!**_

Kageyama took a deep breath to calm down. He is the setter god damn it. He need to reign in Hinata for the sake if the team. _He is the one who controls the pace._

The rally begins. And Kageyama could feel the whole court stifled with Hinata's presence -

_No… don't get caught up._

Didn't he train for this? Ukai had them play with Hinata in this condition.

_Okay._

_**Okay.**_

Nishinoya received the ball and it's currently flying in his direction. Hinata evaded that particular blocker and jumped, his hand raised in a spiking motion -

_Pass to me give it to me look at me I'll break the defence for you let me-_

**No.**

Another blocker followed Hinata, and Hinata becomes an invalid option.

_But he should be able to do it-_

_**No.**_

No.

Tanaka is jumping - he set the ball for Tanaka. Tanaka seemed surprised, but he managed to spike -

That's good. That's all that matters.

Behind him, Hinata whined, complaining about how mean Kageyama is, about how he thought Kageyama is going to pass the ball to him and about _how embarrassing it was because he slammed his hand down with all his heart._

Kageyama smirked. That was payback for all the times Hinata drew his attention forcefully.

"Good decoy, Hinata," Kageyama said.

Hinata looked like he just saw a ghost.

_What-_

**.o0o.o0o.**

Second set goes to Karasuno with _31 - 29 _and the third set goes to Nekoma _37 - 35._

After a brief discussion for improvements, Hinata moaned about his lost and demanded a rematch - to which the coaches laughed and agreed.

_41 - 39 Karasuno's favor_

_37 - 39 Nekoma's_

_46 - 44 Karasuno's_

Kuroo made a comment about how this match is just luck on Karasuno's side -

Hinata demanded another match.

_33 - 31 Karasuno's_

_41 - 39 Nekoma's_

_34 - 32 Nekoma's_

Hinata demanded another match, but by this point, Karasuno players are already too tired, with the exception of Hinata who, while sweating buckets, looks like he is still capable of bulldozing his way.

_28 - 26 Nekoma_

_34 - 32 Nekoma_

"One more time!" Hinata shouted, fit as ever, to which Kageyama slapped the back of his head.

Nekoma coach made a comment about Generation of Miracle's crazily out of league stamina and about how he never see the day he will confirm the information first handedly.

**.o0o.o0o.**

Nishinoya had never experienced Hinata's full spiking power. During a practice match among Karasuno members, most of Hinata's spikes are toned down by the middle blockers before reaching him.

But Nishinoya had seen those spikes. The easy way Hinata evaded anyone blocking him and the high jump he made for someone as small as him, followed by arm-snapping way Hinata forcefully hit the ball -

It _boils _his blood. He want to stop that. He wants to experience _that _spike. Hinata's spikes made him feel that exhilarating feel of facing a strong opponent.

But Nishinoya can see that Hinata's spike is slowly changing - trying to transform into something completely knew - and Nishinoya wondered what it will be.

Hinata's hand started to have a slightly longer contact with the ball he spike, and then there was a twitch of the fingers that causes one odd spin on the ball -

Nishinoya is curious.

The answer came days later, after the training camp and the practice against Nekoma, when the volleyball club is having an internal practice match.

Hinata, Sawamura, Sugawara, Ennoshita and Tsukishima on one side and Nishinoya, Asahi, Tanaka, Kageyama and Yamaguchi on the other.

It was Hinata's turn to serve, but instead of the usual plain serve Hinata dished out, Hinata stood further back from the line.

_Jump serve? Can Hinata do that?_

Jump serves are hard to get skills, unlike spikes and recieves which can be practiced thorough the game, serves are rare, so unless the player practices for it specifically, like Kageyama, the chances of success are low.

The ball was thrown, Hinata bended his knees and took a few steps -

_Hinata can - but it's unreliable. _Nishinoya observed. _40/100 chance of failure. Risky enough._

Hinata jumped, and hit the ball. There was a longer contact time with the ball, and a small odd spin -

_Not just jump serve - somethin else -_

The ball arched straight to the other side of the court, aimed towards Tanaka.

_Out, _Nishinoya thought. He served it too high, too far to the right.

No one moved because they are sure a ball like that would miss.

Then the ball swerved - _curved _- to the other side of the court, landing in the center back, but out of the court.

Hinata whined.

"Ohh! Hinata! What was that!" Tanaka shouted. "Is that what Coach Ukai is having you practice in the camp?"

_A Curveball._

"Coach wanted me to score a service ace." Hinata said. "But I failed!"

"You'll get better Hinata."

"Yosh!" Nishinoya grinned as he punched the air. "I can't wait to see it full power! This Guardian will return it!"

_How exciting._

_They are all evolving. They'll take the Japan by storm. Karasuno will once again __**fly.**_

**.o0o.o0o.**

And so, the Inter High Volleyball Championship begins.

**.o0o.o0o.**

**A/N:**

**Hinata might win the match but the final victory belongs to Kise. Hinata is closer to Kuroo than to Kenma. Andd…**

**I'm really sorry if there's **_**a lot **_**of things you can misunderstand on the battle against Kise. If you know what I mean… but I don't regret it.**

**.**

**Library of Hinataesse! I'll adjust the whole story to meet this language next time. Please note that Hinata isn't exactly coherent in his language. Consider it like Japanese language, where one word can have multiple functions. But this is the general rule.**

**Ta - step**

**Tratata - consecutive steps**

**Thump - when a person/the ball lands/falls on ground**

**Slam/Bam - when the ball hits a surface with force**

**Swoosh/Fwoosh - when the ball enters the ring / when the ball is moving in great speed / speed/acceleration / matrix movements / GENERALLY FOR HUGE RANGE SPEEDY MOVES body wise or ball wise. Swoosh is more ball related and Fwoosh more body related. Note that these can be switched.**

**Fwiish - gymnastic related momentum movements.**

**Fuwaaa - Midorima shooting arc / slow fall.**

**Swish - stealing ball/ spinning the ball/ SMALL RANGE SPEEDY MOVES**

**Flick/tap - light touch to the ball**

**.**

**For those who doesn't understand Hinata's new technique, further explanation is here.**

**When you throw the ball, normally it will bounce forward. However by adding a spin, the ball can bounce into other direction instead. Vertical spin can make the ball bounce even more forward or back to the thrower. Horizontal spin causes the ball to bounce left or right depending on the spin direction.**

**.**

**QUESTION!**

**Now, do you have **_**any **_**idea of Hinata's 2nd power inside the zone? **

**1st power is clearly Hinata's ability with standard body movements. He combines standard moves from different sports into one - nothing as aberrant as Aomine who can shoot from any position. Hinata's movements stems from muscle memory - he can't use something he haven't practiced with the exception of few lucky shots.**

**Hint : Hinata's Zone power already have a name in KnB.**

**.**

**Lastly, I'm sure you're happy to hear/read that I will extend this story to after Kuroko no Basuke - Extra game, (I just realized there's a sequel to KnB) so yeah, be happy let's party and let me rake my brains and rearrange the story.**


	12. Genius

**XII. Genius**

"Kageyama is stagnating." Hinata stated once, during the volleyball practice.

"I am practicing!" Kageyama indignantly shouted, when he realize what the words coming out of Hinata's mouth meant.

"You are," Hinata said, "But you haven't grown since that time in middle school."

After all, Hinata knew _all _the signs of stagnation. He has seen them all in his old team. He recognized them and severely loath them.

"I've gotten better - _much _better." Kageyama insisted with grounded teeth.

"You're majesticness have gotten better, but not your skills. Not in that sense," Hinata said.

"Then what -"

"You could've gotten much better," _better, much better, like Hinata currently is, _"I agree with Flower King. But I don't know what's holding you down."

**.o0o.o0o.**

_Weak, _the voice in Hinata's head sighed disappointedly. _Not worth our time._

_It's fun, _Hinata insisted, _look at every player's skills, their __**speciality**__. That's not something we can do._

Hinata knew better than to listen to that voice.

_Where is it? Someone like the Teikou sempai, or Flower King, or Poison Tongue, or Gorilla? __**I want challenge.**_

_Challenge? _Hinata perked up. _We'll be facing Aoba Johsai in semifinals, right?_

_The voice snarled in anticipation and __**the door rattled angrily, thirstily.**_

**.o0o.o0o.**

"Hinata-chiiiiii!"

The Karasuno team is on their way down to the arena when the voice came. Hinata immediately used the person tallest and nearest to him - which is Kageyama - to hide him. The yellow bundle of flowers - no, athlete model - bounded in their direction, followed closely by a gaggle of girls.

Hinata let out a choked noise as he pointed out, "What are you doing here! I thought I told you not to bother me!"

Kise smiled as he threw out reasons after reasons of why _Hinata-chi is so cute, _how _he miss him oh so much, _and _how he was being a supportive friend to Hinata-chi._

There was a moment of odd game of chase, when Kise circled around Kageyama in chase of Hinata, only for Hinata to dart away using Kageyama as a shield.

Hinata received a slap to the back of his head for that.

"Hinata-chi," Kise followed the group - _alone, _thankfully, he had dismissed the girls to go to the bleachers and wait for him, "I bought a cheer group for your team! Ganbatte ne! Win this!"

Tanaka and Nishinoya - the gentlemanly pervert that they are - went into bliss at the thought of cute girls cheering for them.

**.o0o.o0o.**

There's an annoyingly large amount of girls at Karasuno's bleachers - Oikawa had the urge to go over to Karasuno's side and charm the girls over to Aoba Johsai's, and then they'll see just how much of those girls are loyal to Karasuno.

_That blonde man shouting cheering cues were especially annoying._

Iwaizumi should be able to handle the team while he go over to Karasuno and say some greetings.

"Hoya, I didn't know Karasuno have a _cheerleading squad._" he said when he is in Karasuno's side.

"That's Flower Man's friends," Hinata answered as he stretched his arms.

"Flower Man's?" Oikawa's gaze immediately stop into the blonde man leading the squad, because_ that's the only one Hinata might call as Flower Man._

"Un. Flower Man," Hinata pointed at the blonde man on the bleachers, "and you Flower King, because you are the King version of Flower Man."

So basically, his nickname originates from that oaf on the Karasuno bleachers?

Oikawa glared at the - unknowingly - offending man and saw that the blonde was returning a heated glare of his own.

_Glad to see that their feelings are mutual._

Just to rub salt on the wound, he patted Hinata's head before turning to taunt on Tobio.

A small glance later, Oikawa felt a smug grin tugging on his lips when he saw the blondie in a sobbing mess. The sight would've been perfect if there were no girls comforting him.

After all, Oikawa knew geniuses when he saw one.

And this blondie, no matter if he is still a stranger, _is one._ Oikawa had grown a sixth sense when it comes to these kinds of things.

**.o0o.o0o.**

… and the moment his eyes landed on a 1st year Junior High Kageyama Tobio, he knew Tobio is one such people. Gifted and blessed with a body and mind that far surpassed other humans.

In other words, those who have the ability to access _Zone._

Something he - normal, hardworking man can _never_ do.

People call him genius, but he was never one, no matter how much he stride forward with the confidence of a _genius, _no matter how much he practices and plans and plots, no matter how many _genius_ had been defeated by his hands. He knew that. And he strived to get better.

But he reached the _limit_, that godforsaken limit that separates the normal man and _geniuses_. That limit which means he can no longer evolve.

So he settled on making his team better.

He made the perfect condition and maintained the team's battle morale, set them the perfect ball and give them trust and let them hit the ball _perfectly._

He reveled in the fact that Tobio, for all his volleyball _genius_, doesn't have the communication skills.

The requirements for a genius to grow are _a set of goal,_ _a good environment _and _companions. _The last of those three is something Kageyama always unconsciously push away.

_But now, Tobio have those, _Oikawa thought as his eyes followed the orange head. _And a realized genius to boot._

He'll evolve soon. In the Winter Championship - maybe. Oikawa won't let him win, though. He still wants to pound that irritating Ushijima to the ground.

Geez, there are so many geniuses he wish to pound to the ground.

The whistle resounded; the game begins with Karasuno's serve.

Karasuno changed ever since the practice match, with the addition of a libero and another gangly spiker. Their offence and defence increased.

And Tobio now have a leash on the orange beast.

_This is bad,_ Oikawa thought, _quite bad._

The last time, both of them are quite… equal. Now, Karasuno is tipping the scale

17 - 15 in Karasuno's favor.

And now it was his turn to serve. Should he gamble with this serve?

No. He can't afford it now. Aoba Johsai needs more points. He trust Iwaizumi will be maintaining the defense.

_Deep breath, spin the ball… throw it up… 3 steps, jump and slam the ball…_

The ball went over the net and slammed to the ground.

_17-16_

_Another one. Deep breath, spin , throw, step step step, jump, slam_

_17-17_

_Another one, this time closer to the net - _the ball hit the net and fell over to Karasuno's side -

_17-18_

_Another one - spin, throw, 3 steps, jump and slam-_

The libero managed to get the ball, a bit off to the side, but the captain got it and passed it to baldy, who spiked it only to be blocked by Kindaichi.

_17-19_

_Another one. Spin, throw, 3 steps, jump and slam -_

This time, the captain got it. Tobio got it and set it for Hinata -

Iwaizumi managed to block Hinata's spike in time -one touch - he got it and set the ball for Kindaichi -

_A spike_

_17-20_

_Another one. Spin, throw, 3 steps, jump and slam -_

The libero returned it perfectly. Baldy and Hinata are jumping for the net. Blockers went over to Hinata - Tobio tossed it Baldy and Baldy spikes but it was blocked -

_17-21_

_Spin throw, 3 steps, jump and slam - _this time closer to the net. The ball hit the edge of the net and fall - _slowly - _to the ground on Karasuno's side.

_17-22_

_Spin throw, 3 steps, jump and slam - _another one close to the net. No - _too_ close to the net -

Oikawa scowled when the ball hit the net and rebounded to their side.

_18-22_

7 consecutive points. Not bad. Now Aoba Johsai is on the winning side.

This time it's Karasuno's time to serve. Hinata stood in the far back of the court and spun the ball.

Oddly, the coach is signaling some things at Hinata, in which Hinata nodded and stepped even further back.

_Jump Serve - _shit. When did he learn that?

"Brace yourselves!" he shouted, "Don't underestimate him!"

Hinata in the practice match only served out normal - easy to return serves. He doesn't want his team mates to underestimate him.

_Don't. Never do that, especially to __**geniuses**__._

The spin of the ball, a small throw, a few steps, jump, and then _slam._

The power in the serve isn't too high, the arc is a bit higher than the standard jump serve, the aim is somewhere around the right side of Aoba Johsai's court, and the spin is -

_The spin? Why is it spinning weirdly?_

The ball curved, right to the center of Aoba Johsai's court. Surprised, Oikawa dived for the ball, but instead it flew to the far left and bounced on the ground.

_19-22_

_What was that?_

This. _This _is why he hates geniuses_._

Oikawa signaled at the coach. _Time out._

**.o0o.o0o.**

Kageyama had expected Karasuno to call the first time out. It's not that Kageyama didn't have confidence in his team, but it's more of Oikawa's dangerous skills that Kageyama had always looked up to.

He scowled as he watched Oikawa briefing his team. Oikawa must have found something about Hinata's serves. A weakness that Karasuno members doesn't really see -

Of course he does.

When the whistle resounded, and Hinata was once again in the far back of the court. The left side of Aoba Johsai's court is oddly more… tense, their bodies tilted slightly to their right.

Kageyama clucked his tongue, finally realizing Hinata's weakness.

_He can only serve the ball and curve it to the left._

_Scary. _Kageyama though. _Oikawa saw through it in 1 move._

Kageyama turned and faced Hinata as he spun the ball.

"Oi!"

Hinata turned his face towards him, face contorted in annoyance.

Kageyama made a series of signals and made sure they are all hidden with his body from Aoba Johsai.

He crossed the fingers in one hand and made a motion similar to Hinata's curve ball with the other hand.

_No Curveball_

Hinata blanched and scowled. Looking at the ball in his hands and huffed in his direction, followed by a glare and a 'warning finger'.

_Why not? I'll trust you in this. But if you're wrong, watch out._

Kageyama returned a glare of his own before once again facing Aoba Johsai. He placed his hands behind the back of his head just in case Hinata decided to forgo points and get back at him.

Whistle resounded. There was a slam and the ball sail straight to the right side of Aoba Johsai's court.

Surprised, Kindaichi hit the ball but the ball rebounded out of the court.

Another service ace. _20 - 22_

The players in Aoba Johsai furrowed their brows, and Oikawa gritted his teeth. Oikawa sent a glare on his way before grinning and asuring his team.

Kageyama, belatedly realized what it meant to be the setter.

_Set the pace, control the offence, confuse the enemy, trust the team and let the team trust you -_

Is this what it meant to be a _real _setter in both skills and mindset? Is this what Oikawa feel when he destroy another team's fundamental? Is this what it feels to have the team's undoubtable trust? To have Hinata trust him even though Hinata didn't know why -

If so, Kageyama will never get of it.

In the corner of his eyes, he saw Suga sempai sending a thumbs up.

By now, Aoba Johsai would be thinking if the curveball serve is actually a fluke.

_Let them think that way._

Kageyama sent a signal behind his back, hidden from Aoba Johsai. A cross with the fingers, and he could, once again, feel Hinata's ire.

Kageyama shielded the back of his head once more _just in case._

Another straight jump serve - slower than the previous serve. Hinata's success rate with quick jump serves had always been low.

Aoba Johsai returned it perfectly. Iwaizumi spiked the ball across, and Nishinoya recieved it. Kageyama tossed it to Tanaka. Aoba Johsai managed a one touch with Tanaka's spike and returned it to Karasuno which Asahi recieved.

Hinata is already running towarda the net, Tanaka is marked by a blocker and Asahi is out of his choice.

So he tossed it to Hinata -

No.

_No._

He _dumped _the ball across the net.

_21-22_

_This is the first time his body felt __**this **__good. The first time his mind felt __**very **__clear._

The whistle sounded, Hinata stood at the back for his next serve -

Kageyama faced Hinata, a grin on his face as he made another set of motion. _By now, Aoba Johsai is certain the curveball is a fluke._

Kageyama dragged his thumb across his neck and then thumb down.

_Kill them!_

His current grin is shared by Hinata. This time, he didn't bother to protect the back of his head.

The ball flew to the right side of Aoba Johsai's court, before directly curving to the left.

_22-22_

For the next serve, Kageyama shrugged his shoulders at Hinata. _Up to you._

Because, either way, Aoba Johsai is prepared for both.

Hinata went with a curveball, which is recieved by the Libero and hit over the net by Kindaichi. Tsukishima managed a one touch. Kageyama tossed it to Asahi. It rebounded from the blocker's fingers back to their court, which _thankfully _Nishinoya saved.

_All three spikers are in position. Blockers haven't reached their mark._

_**Kageyama stood in front of the huge double door, looking at the door which had always been locked.**_

He chose Asahi.

_23-22_

Hinata's next serve is an out. _Pity._

Captain is serving next.

Nevertheless, his body feels good, and all the spikers are in good condition. Hinata is in _that _mood, but he is still under _his _control.

_Karasuno won the set by 26-24._

**.o0o.o0o.**

_Second set. 15-13 in Aoba Johsai's favor._

Kageyama have served for 3 points.

15-13 was the point where Oikawa vs Hinata serve battle begins.

Oikawa managed to serve up to 19-13. Hinata up to 19-18.

_Not enough._

During the captain's serve, the point became 20-19. And the next one to serve is -

_Tsukishima._

Yamaguchi is learning float serve, right? But the success rate is still lower than he preferred, even lower since this is Yamaguchi's first debut.

_No._

No. Stop that thought.

_Trust. _Yamaguchi should be able to do it. The pressure is not so high since Karasuno is still on the winning side. _He can do it._

_**The door had always been locked, no matter how hard Kageyama tried to push. But -**_

_Deep breath._ He signaled coach Ukai a circling motion, followed by numbers. _1, 2._

_**But it doesn't hurt to try to open it right now, right?**_

_Switch, no. 12_

Ukai nodded and called for the switch.

Yamaguchi entered the court a nervous mess. Tsukishima patted Yamaguchi's shoulder as he took the number plate from his hands.

Yamaguchi went to the back, ball in his hands. As he passed, Kageyama made a small grin and made a slitting motion on his throat.

_Kill them._

Yamaguchi gulped and nodded.

Whistle resounded. There was a soft thud and the ball flew a bit too high and too far away from the net.

_But good enough for his 1st serve._

The libero tried to hit the ball, but the ball swerved into another direction, out of court.

_19-19_

Yamaguchi's 2nd serve is more stable and much closer to the net. The Aoba Johsai player is set and ready to receive the ball, only for the ball to swerve a bit higher and hit his face.

_20-19_

Kageyama held back a chocked laugh. And here he thought only Hinata have unconventional method of keeping the ball in the air, with the record of 16 receives to the head, mostly when Hinata jumped a bit too high, or when he is in the middle of a gymnastic inspired sequence and have his hands occupied.

Yamaguchi's 3rd serve hit the edge of the net and went over to Aoba Johsai's side. By some miracle, Iwaizumi managed to return it and let the libero toss the ball. Captain managed to receive the ball, and Kageyama tossed it to -

_**Kageyama pushed the door open and enter -**_

_Hinata is marked, Yamaguchi is not an option - too far back, Tanaka or Asahi? Blockers will reach Asahi's shooting trail, and a blocker is on Tanaka, no. No. The blocker is 1 step too late to stop -_

- Tanaka.

Tanaka slammed it to the ground.

_21-19_

Yamaguchi's next serve is slightly higher than the net. Oikawa went into position and received the ball over his head. The libero tossed it to Iwaizumi -

The ball slammed into Karasuno's court.

_21-20._

_That's good. That's enough._

Yamaguchi returned to the reserve with tears of joy, and Kageyama felt pride at himself because _he caused this._

_**The water rippled, before swallowing him down. He let it be.**_

_His body felt light, clear… __**good. **__His mind is unclouded. He can feel the whole court._

When he opened his eyes, and looked at Oikawa, he can see the scowl marring Oikawa's face. The stadium is filled with noise, but he can read Oikawa's lips as the words formed.

_The… Zone..._

Karasuno won the second set, 36-34

Hinata is oddly, even happier than the whole team combined, congratulating Kageyama for entering the _Zone._

**.o0o.o0o.**

_Oikawa could feel Kageyama stepping further away from him, becoming even more unreachable._

_**Genius**_

_Oikawa really hate that word._

**.o0o.o0o.**

"..."

"D-don't stare at me like that! Both of you!"

"I am displeased." Midorima said as he adjusted his glasses.

"Me too." Kuroko deadpanned as he pulled at the black bangs to adjust the wig.

"But it's for Hinata-chi!" Kise exclaimed. "I know you are willing to go to the deep end for him!"

"Not really," Midorima answered.

"No," Kuroko said, "especially not when our masculinity is threatened."

"But both of you are adamant in not letting Hinata-chi recognize you!"

"I don't mind," Kuroko said as he pointed to Midorima. "He did."

Kise had somehow tricked them to come to Miyagi, and asked his fans to stitch up a school uniform of their size and borrowed some wigs from the modeling studio.

Female clad Midorima and Kuroko were then ushered into the bleachers among the other girls to support Karasuno. Sometime in the middle, Midorima had hit a boiling point and stomped to the restroom to change. Kise is none the wiser as he had too much fun leading the cheer team.

But Kuroko, for some reason, stayed in the female uniform, even after the match is over.

"E-eh? Why are you guys here?"

A volley of curses escaped Midorima's lips and Kise's grin froze.

Because right there across the main hall, is Hinata, standing alongside Karasuno.

"Hinata-chiiiii!" Kise lunged at Hinata, "That was a good match!"

Hinata hid behind Kageyama just in time to avoid Kise.

"Hinata." Midorima greeted.

"Midorima-sempai." Hinata greeted.

Midorima scowled, before finally sighing. He took out a small keychain with a ball hanging to it, and threw it to Hinata, which Hinata caught expertly.

"Cancers are 4th in line in luck tomorrow. Don't forget what I taught you." Midorima said as he turned to the exit, "Let's go."

Kise followed.

Hinata held the keychain, letting the ball - _a volleyball _- hang in the air as he observe it.

_Man proposes, God disposes._

"Midorima is going against Aomine in two more days in the quarterfinals."

There were shrieks of surprise coming from Karasuno, but Hinata only grinned and face the source of the sound to greet Ghost sempai, only to shriek the loudest among them.

"Ghost senpai… Ghost-chan? Uh-oh?" Hinata stuttered out several apologies for mistaking her for someone else.

Kuroko sighed and pulled the wig off. He ignored the previous surprises and continued talking. "Seirin is already guaranteed a spot in the nationals, but we'll still be in the quarterfinals."

Tokyo had much more school compared to the other prefectures. So they usually have 2 national teams going for the championship and took much longer time in choosing said teams. One is the previous Tokyo representative, another is the one chosen right now.

Seirin received special treatment as the Winter High Champion.

"Oh..." Hinata's earlier shock had worn out, but it seems he's not all there yet. "Okay."

Kuroko nodded before he followed Midorima and Kise to the exit.

**.o0o.o0o.**

"My previous senpai." Hinata answered when the other members asked who are the other 2 with Kise. Kageyama nestled himself more comfortably in his seat, grimacing when his head feels like spinning and flying.

"All three of them?" Nishinoya asked on the ride back. "Really?"

He had been keeping a healthy diet the whole weak. Plenty of meat and vegetables. It's impossible for the light headedness to stem from lack of blood cells.

"Un! All from the basketball club."

"The green one is even taller than Asahi." Suga commented.

"The blue one shocked me to death!" Tanaka exclaimed.

Goodness, their exclamations aren't making his head feel better. And all of those coming from the sempai chatting with Hinata who is sitting beside him.

Kageyama buried his head into the seat's cushion, hopefully, it'll stop the noise.

"Say," Suga grinned, "They got any super powers?"

"Super powers?" Hinata tilted his head.

"Oh!" Nishinoya leaned on the chair to face back. "Like the yellow one with copying power!"

"Kise senpai?"

"Yeah, him." Nishinoya said, "Got any more like that?"

Hinata nodded.

"Tell us!"

"Green one is my mentor, Midorima senpai. He can shoot the ball to the ring from the other court!"

Hinata took out his phone and showed a hastily taken picture of Midorima and a basketball which is high up in the air.

"Blue is Ghost sempai. He makes people forget."

"And?" Suga tried to dig deeper.

Hinata shrugged his shoulders. "He disappears. I don't know what he do."

Captain hid his face in his hands as if lamenting what to do with Hinata and anything remotely connected to Generation of Miracles. Hinata didn't even _question _how.

There was a scoff coming from Tsukishima. "Oya. Anymore superpowers, Orange Ranger from Generation of Power Rangers?"

Hinata let the jeer slide, and simply said, "Zone."

"Uh, what?"

"We have different skills, but all of us can enter the _Zone." _Hinata answered, before his eyes darted to Kageyama. "I still need to talk to Kageyama about that."

"Huh?" Kageyama frowned. "What about me and Zone?"

"You entered it in the match." Hinata huffed. "When your body feels good and it feels like everything is very clear. And then you entered a big door and drown and you just… know what to do."

"I don't know what you are talking about."

Hinata grinned. His eyes – _a flash of orange – _became that _wild, all consuming beast's_, but oddly, Kageyama doesn't feel that heavy compressing air anymore.

"You are like me," Hinata said.

Kageyama silently agrees.

**.o0o.o0o.**

_This is the first time he experienced something like this._

When they got off the bus and entered the Karasuno school grounds, Hinata looked in wonder as the whole students opened the class window and congratulate them, shouting cheers and encouragement.

_He has never experienced something like this._

After all, _Victory is a given _back then in Teikou. They are unrivaled and undefeated. There is no need for support, no need for encouragement _because they will win it in the end._

And the other clubs – soccer, football, judo, tennis and so much more – aren't Hinata's. He doesn't suffer and sweat with the team, doesn't party and mourn with those teams. In those teams, he is the _outlier, _the _outsider. _That _student _who is capable to do all sort of sport and will bring victories after victories if you come and request help.

But it's different with Karasuno. He spent his time with them, play and practice with them –

He _is _a part of Karasuno volleyball.

_**Hinata leaned on the second double door, his knuckles lightly tapping the door. When there is no answer, he whined and tried to push the door.**_

_**But nothing. The door didn't budge.**_

_**Hinata whined once more as he slid down.**_

**.o0o.o0o.**

The _**Toilet.**_

In all capital, bold and italic.

Because when it's a sport championship and is currently in a stadium, the _**Toilet**_ is not just a toilet, because the _**Toilet **_is the meeting place of all the strong players – a _magnet _to all sorts of geniuses and beasts and jerks. A place where all of them flock into when it is not yet time to go to the court. This is speaking from Hinata's long standing in championships. And it had been proven true for countless of times.

He dragged Kageyama along to scout for strong players from Shiratorizawa. Other than the basic information, Karasuno hadn't really collected more information regarding Shiratorizawa. Their information focuses more on Aoba Johsai – thanks to the practice match – and Date Tech – because Karasuno lost against them in the previous championship.

"It's impossible," Kageyama insisted for the 4th time after he heard Hinata's reasons.

"It always happens." Hinata insisted. He pushed open the door to the men's toilet slowly peeked from the small opening, before pushing the door further apart. Both of them entered and checked the stalls.

Empty

"See?" Kageyama sent a smug smirk, "I told you."

Hinata huffed and stomped back to the entrance, only to stop before hitting something tall and large -

Hinata looked up to see Ushijima's face glaring down at him.

"Nuoooo!" Hinata jumped back and hid behind Kageyama.

"Karasuno." Ushijima greeted. "I am surprised a team like yours defeated Oikawa's."

"Ushijima," Kageyama greeted.

Hinata let out a small hiss as he stepped out of Kageyama's back, finally getting over of his shock.

"You'll never defeat Shiratorizawa," Ushijima said after a moment of silence to observe the two. "Not when Oikawa is still the better setter, not when your strongest player is nameless_."_

Hinata gritted his teeth. "This _nameless _will defeat you."

Ushijima scowled. "I hate you. You and that baseless confidence. Just because you can jump high and spike some balls, doesn't mean you are ready to face _us."_

_The tattletale crackle of the air - that all-devouring beast and that murderous tone seeping to the air -_

Hinata growled - low, _throaty_, _**beastly**__ -_

A small smile tugged Ushijima's lips. "Not so weak after all, if you can enter the _Zone."_

Kageyama felt another crackle. The air became more compressed, heavier and _deadlier._

_The confrontation of two Zones. Just like that time with Hinata and Kise -_

There was the flash of _something _in Ushijima's eyes as he appraised the shorter guy in a new light.

_Ushijima can enter the Zone._

That's right but he can do it too, right? Hinata said so yesterday.

_Deep breath, focus - _

When he opened his eyes, Ushijima was staring at him.

"Two of them in Karasuno," he said, "Why haven't I heard of this? Clearly the manager has been slacking in her work."

"We'll defeat you." Hinata said. "Karasuno will defeat you."

"Once again, that baseless confidence," Ushijima scoffed, "Shiratorizawa will never be defeated, not when you are in a team as hopeless as Karasuno."

Kageyama could feel the tattletale of a fight going to start. He dragged Hinata away from Ushijima instead, out of the toilet.

"Keep calm Hinata, we'll pound him in the game later."

Hinata scoffed. "Sorry, he just reminds me of my senpai so much that I want to throttle him."

Kageyama hummed in understanding.

**A/N**

**Hinata's zone power and requirement will still be a mystery. Only 1 person managed to answer the requirement correctly, but none for the power.**

**Kageyama's zone requirement is trust in his team, the team's trust in him, and trust in his own judgement. His zone power is Intuition, the ability to take the 'right' decision, to 'win a gamble'. Instinct is only useful in close combat, intuition is a strategical skill.**

**.**

**A major difference in KnB and HQ, is that KnB names almost everything, while most of HQ techniques or skills remains nameless. Nishinoya named his move Rolling Thunder, but even then, he did it for laugh, not serious purposes like KnB.**

**.**

**Some people have been complaining about the timeline and/or what I'm writing in the story.**

**- KnB extra game happens right after the GoM's 2nd Interhigh, which means Hinata's 1st Interhigh, which Hinata spends on Volleyball. I know that. But the short time doesn't mean there's little plot!**

**Know that if I continued with my plan before I know about KnB extra game, I won't even bother to get the story into Interhigh. After Hinata - Kise basketball bet, Kise lose, Karasuno team drama, and it will be the whole GoM visiting Karasuno, shit happens, more drama, and done. No more. Short Interhigh chapter will be the prelude. I did told you it will mostly be Hinata x GoM interaction/drama.**

**And now I can add up maybe about 4 chapters and that's the minimal rough calculation. You see how I write battle scenes and scenes during zones - they are long, tedious, carefully staged just the way I love it. It's guaranteed to be long and satisfying.**

**Next are complains about not writing about Kuroko's Bday. I know about Kuroko's Bday, geez. But looking at the format of the story, if I write about something like that, it'll destroy the story's nice momentum. At least, that's what I think.**


	13. The Weight

**XIII. The Weight**

Ushiwaka - _Ushijima - _reminds him of Generation of Miracles - _strong, big, steady _and a combination of Captain and Murasakibara.

_Akashi's intensity, control, and superiority. Murasakibara's body, strength and preference to focus on only defence or offence._

And Murasakibara's color, of course, but then that applies to the whole Shiratorizawa.

The whistle resounded, the set begun. Hinata spread his feet, steady and ready on the ground and _**sunk down into the clear water surface.**_

Ushijima scowled. For a moment, Hinata could feel the air _snap _and he realized just how _easy _it is for the both of them to enter the _Zone._

It's like a mockery to all the players out there, all the Generation of Miracle - _except maybe Aomine _- that here they are, two players, who can enter the zone with a flick of a finger and both of them are facing each other, and that they are both found on a low profile sport such as volleyball.

The ball is served, Karasuno returned it through Asahi's spikes but the ball is saved by their libero, who then, without thinking any further, set the ball to Ushijima.

Hinata joined the others in front of Ushijima and jumped to block.

_But then the air snaps and there was another level of intensity and danger and there was that_ _**violet **__glint on Ushijima's eyes that screams __**I'll crush you, I'm stronger, much skilled, the better spiker -**_

Ushijima spiked a cross - strong, quick, powerful with a strong base -

_1-0_

And Hinata belatedly realizes that _did Ushijima just entered the Second Door?_

Every person's Zone requirements are different, and they function differently, works in different way -

But if Ushijima entered the _Zone _in the game and then the _Second Zone _on every spikes -

_No wonder Ushiwaka is so strong._

_Scary_

_**But this is the kind of opponent he wants, right?**_

Karasuno is keeping up, but Shiratorizawa kept on scoring points and blocking Karasuno's spikes, while the only thing Karasuno can do is to _spike_, but then again, Shiratorizawa has a capable blocker.

Karasuno is locked down.

_**Hinata looked up to the huge double door.**_

_**Why can't he open it?**_

**.o0o.o0o.**

_Monsters. He is surrounded by them on all sides._

Hinata and Kageyama, then there's all the opponents - _Aoba Johsai's Oikawa, Datekou's Iron Wall, Nekoma as a whole team, and so so so much more._

Really, no matter how much he practice, he can never reach up to them - _no one can reach up to them, much less Tsukishima Kei with only his height as a weapon_ - and it's a fact that he kept in mind every time he practice and everytime he go against them.

_No one_

That's why it surprised him that there is this _fire blazing strong and want and desire for __**more more more more **_when he managed to block Ushijima's spikes - _strong powerful his hand hurts so damn much._

It was just a one touch. The ball reconnected with Sawamura and passed onto the spikers.

_But Ushijima's shock._

_He wanted more more __**moremore of that.**_

Karasuno's plan was only to hold back Ushijima's spikes, to decrease his chance of spikes and to block his spiking path.

Tsukishima knows that. That's why it is a surprise to him when he felt dissatisfaction _churning _in his gut at the first few times he followed Karasuno's plans.

It's _insulting _to him.

He wondered _when _did he took his position as a middle blocker seriously. He is not one of those obsessive monsters.

All he had to do is _jump _and if the ball misses, _oh_ _well_.

_It's just a game. Volleyball._

_**But that shock. His expression.**_

There was that blocker over in Shiratorizawa - Tendou, his name is - who kept on blocking the balls despite not knowing _for sure _if that is the spiker that will spike the ball - _using guess blocking, so very different than his read blocking. _Tendou kept on sending him glances - irritating smug smirks like he knows Karasuno's plans, and that they are _failing _or at least _will _be failing.

How did he guess the players correctly, Tsukishima will never understand. He is smart, trusted his mind, trusted what he see, carefully predict the movements - it's impossible for him to choose the wrong player to block.

_But Ushijima. The grand ace, extreme spiker, chosen for Japan's under 19 representative -_

Yes, Ushijima. Karasuno's plan is bound to fail anyways. It wouldn't hurt to continue pressuring Ushijima, right?

Karasuno lost the first set 27 - 25

_But he gained Ushijima's pattern, Shiratorizawa's attack pattern. He sent a smug smirk to Tendou the Blocker, because certainly guess blocking will never do as much good in the long run as read blocking is._

The second set begins. He kept his eyes on the setter _on Ushijima._ He followed Ushijima relentlessly - _he was sure Ushijima is getting wary of him - _and jumped for the ball -

_Not enough. Even if he jumped and blocked, there's still weakness to be exploited, unguarded space that Ushijima can take advantage of._

"Oi, Asahi, follow what I say closely."

Ushijima's cross and straight spikes - _he'll shut all those cross spikes, then Nishinoya or whoever can focus on a straight._

Ushijima jumped for the ball, Tsukishima followed, Asahi followed.

_It worked._

The ball bounded down.

Karasuno on the lead, 17 - 16.

_The way Ushijima's eyes settled on him with wariness That __**strong fire **__burning inside him -_

_It wouldn't hurt to give his all._

**.o0o.o0o.**

_Steady beating. Follow him. To the right. He is jumping, but the ball won't go to him - it will to the other spiker -_

_Jump, block -_

_**24 - 22 **__Karasuno's lead_

_There - there was that expression again. That shock and awe and disbelief -_

_He relished in that - he want more and more of that-_

There was a slap on his back - _Tanaka the bastard, he always slap the hardest - _and he used his feet to steady himself.

"Horaaa! Tsukishima!" Tanaka shouted, loud and proud - _as if he did anything to warrant that pride - _"I didn't think you have it in you!"

Kageyama sauntered up to him, looking like he was about to murder someone - _that's his usual face - _and forced out, "K- knife."

"I think he meant _Nice,_" Nishinoya piped up and slapped him on the back, though not as hard as Tanaka did. "Kageyama is working hard to compliment us, so what do you say, Tsukishima?"

_Thank you for the compliment._

_As if_, Tsukishima scoffed as he could feel a smirk tugging his lips. If the seniors thinks he'll mellow out when being complimented by hard to impress _King of Court, _than they are dead wrong.

"Oh ya? Is someone as _magnificent _as the _King _incapable of saying a simple English word such as _Nice?"_

Kageyama's irritated glare is more than satisfying.

They changed their rotation, Hinata getting to the court to serve and replace Nishinoya.

Hinata immediately compliments him once the shorter boy got on court. Tsukishima's typical answer is to _sneer._

_Tch! Aren't you supposed to be a Middle Blocker? Then do what you are supposed to do!_

Hinata hissed in offence.

Antagonizing other people never got old.

_Karasuno won the set 25 - 23_

**.o0o.o0o.**

They are tied.

_3 more sets to go._

_Karasuno will win this and go to the nationals._

"With how highly you spoke of Karasuno, I expected your team to be _more."_

"Ushiwaka," Hinata gritted out.

"Looking at the state of your team right now, Shiratorizawa will be getting the next sets."

With that, Ushijima walked away to his team.

_It's true. Karasuno is already tired._

But surely, Hinata can cover the gap. He is strong.

_But the opponents are strong. Stronger than ever._

_Stronger than Generation of Miracles ever was._

_**Hinata forced and pushed and banged the door with all of his strength.**_

_**The door banged open - as if there's a strong gust of wind - and there's void, and- and-**_

_**-and everything became so very clear.**_

**.o0o.o0o.**

_Everything is so damn clear_

Kageyama is in his top game for the 3rd set. The 1st and 2nd set had sharpened his focus.

_His body feels good._

Sawamura had just received the ball and tossed it back to him, and Kageyama surveyed the situation once more as he jumped for the ball -

_A blocker to Tanaka. Hinata - free and running, but is marked, Sawamura still haven't gotten to position, Asahi is jumping in the back row -_

-and tossed it to Tanaka, who had somehow found a way around the blocker and slammed the ball.

_His mind feels so very clear, just like yesterday. Is this -_

_**-the Zone?**_

The first point in the 3rd set goes to Karasuno.

_There's something different about Hinata in this set, _Kageyama notes. _Stronger, quiet, silence and all seeing, as if he was waiting for a prey to fall - _

The urge to toss the ball to Hinata is so _much __**stronger **_than ever. It's like Hinata has become the sole _most scariest beast _on the court. That title should have belonged to Ushijima, right? _But all of the attention on the court is going to Hinata._

The pressure is _high._

The next serve was from Karasuno, which was returned by Shiratorizawa and saved by Asahi's one touch. Kageyama ran for the ball, jumped and toss it to -

_Hinata is being heavily marked. Shiratorizawa is onto Asahi's spikes, Tanaka is unmarked -_

So he tossed it to -

_His mind is screaming to toss it to Hinata, but Tanaka is the logical choice so __**why -**_

The ball flew to-

_**Hinata**_

Hinata suddenly made the move - a small odd move - _feint? - _and _jumped _regardless of the blockers that are _still there._

But one of the blockers didn't follow Hinata to the air, while the other one who jumped seemed to loose some of his balance. The one who didn't jump wobbled and fell on his knees. The one who jumped didn't managed to jump as high as he usually did.

_Hinata spiked, safely, securely._

Karasuno leading 2-0

What was that? _What the hell was that? What the hell just happened?_

Their consecutive scoring were cut off by a serve from Ushijima.

The points continued to rise to 21 - 20 with Karasuno in the lead. There are occasions where the blockers or the spikers standing in front of Hinata will just _freeze _or _slip._ And each time, Hinata made a small _odd _feint that just _doesn't fit _the falling members -

That annoying blocker Tenrou had given up blocking if he is tossing it to Hinata. Hinata _goaded - since when did Hinata goads? -_ him to come at him, _block _him.

Tenrou had flashed that annoying smile. "Blocking you is meaningless, but our libero will handle you."

Hinata became silent, a smile playing on his lips. "That's good," he finally said, "I thought you gave up."

Tenrou scoffed. "It's not how we usually operates, but since we can't _shut you down, _it can't be helped."

Shiratorizawa is a _pure. Pure strength, pure speed, pure skills. _Skilled individuals clumped together into a team and taught the barest team work for the team to workout. They don't _trick, _they don't go around the problem.

_Karasuno is the epitome of trickiness and instability._

21 - 20 was the point Hinata completely immersed himself, and _attack._

And the only one who managed to return the ball is the libero.

_Karasuno won the set _25-22.

Faintly, Kageyama noticed that Hinata is getting tired a little too quickly.

_He too is getting tired._

But he can still stay on court. He isn't too sure about Hinata.

**.o0o.o0o.**

Hinata pressed his cheek on the bench while the rest of his body is limp on the floor. He had gulped down the whole bottle and _yet _he is still so _dizzy -_

_There's 3 people going down the stairs on the bleachers talking animatedly while pointing to the court - and then there's a group of 4 girls giggling while pointing at one of their phones - someone dropped something - a ring of sorts - to the ground and then there's Flower King wearing glasses in casual clothes leaning on one of the chairs-_

Right. Stop. That's enough. Break 5 minutes before returning to the court, then he can reactivate the _thing. _Hinata closed his eyes and buried his face to the towels in an attempt to stop the strong blinding and dizzying light. He'll spend the rest of the break like this.

"Hinata, are you feeling well?" Hinata heard Suga's voice. Hinata cracked his eyes open and look up.

Suga - _slightly furrowed brows, a small smile and hovering hands… that is… concern? - _leaned over the bench to look at Hinata's face. Placing his hands - _soft but rough, Hinata have those hands too, only much more calloused - _on Hinata's forehead and hummed.

"That's a normal temperature if we are playing sports. But Hinata usually doesn't reach _this _point unless all of us do."

Coach Ukai scratched his chin - _there're stubbles there_ - in thought. "Hinata, since when do you know how to do ankle breaks _consecutively? _Even in all professional sports career, ankle breaks are rare."

"I don't know," Hinata answered. "I just want to _spike _but there's so many obstacles so I want them gone and- and I can see their body and weight and movement - every single twitch - then I think that since they are following me, if I can make them move _wrong, _then they can fall or jump later."

Ukai clicked his tongue. "Close your eyes, don't focus anymore. Can you still play?"

"Yeah, I can," Hinata answered immediately.

"Then Hinata, for the next set, I want you to play _normally. _Don't make them fall. Take it easy."

Hinata looked like he wanted to disobey, but instead he relented. "But if we are losing, I'll be doing ankle breaks again."

Ukai scoffed. "You heard him. Don't let him break the ankles left and right, understood?"

"Hai!"

4th set began, and ended in Karasuno's loss 27- 25.

Coach Ukai deemed Kageyama too tired to play and subbed Sugawara in for the beginning of the last set.

**.o0o.o0o.**

_Suga is a nice, kind man._

That is a common answer when asked what kind of person Sugawara Koushi is.

Suga knew better. He is generally friendly, but so extremely sharp when it comes to people's interactions, to their littlest quirks.

_He is kind to the people on his side, but extremely crafty to his opponents._

Suga begins his serve. He was never one for flashy moves. He was steady, accurate, easy going -

_And he knows where to aim where it hurts -_

He was never one for flashy moves, but he aimed the ball to where he was sure it will _cripple _the team for the short time.

_To that setter who keeps on setting for Ushiwaka. Slightly to his front, that way he will lean forward and lose his balance. That way the setter will be unable to set for Ushiwaka, the team will be in a mess without the setter._

And then there's that blocker, which had been giving difficulties to Karasuno spikers except for Hinata - _Tendou, was it? - _he uses guess blocking. If so, shutting him down should be simple enough.

It's annoying how Tendou has been blocking the spikes - how _Tendou _has been reading through all of the ball he sets -

_Kageyama is much more skilled than he is. That is a fact he won't deny, but he is much more creative with all the simple skills he have._

He looked at Tendou in the eyes, stated with strong conviction.

"I'll be tossing to Tanaka on the next rally." he said, "He looks fired up since our beloved kouhai had just stolen his spotlight. And once Tanaka score a point, I'll switch to Asahi. Ah, wait, I'll keep on tossing to our dear Kouhai, that way we'll keep on scoring."

Tendou gritted his teeth. Suga smiled.

_Give him doubt. 'Is he telling the truth?' 'Is this a lie?' 'Is he telling truth, and there will be some sort of feint to make it seems like fake?' 'A technique to boost moral?' 'Will he do it or will he not?'_

Let him think in circles. Let him doubt. He'll be one step later than he usually is. Suga is not a genius, but he knows how to be creative with what he have.

_Maybe he'll teach Kageyama social cues for Winter Cup._

He'll buy the time until Kageyama can return on court.

**.o0o.o0o.**

11 - 8 in Shiratorizawa's lead.

_They only need 15 points to win in this set, and Shiratorizawa is winning._

Hinata heaved, his body feels fine, but it's getting so very heavy -

Kageyama entered the court.

_No, just Kageyama is not enough._

_**Hinata dropped into the clear water surface, once again banging the door, begging, nd begging for the door to open -**_

Hinata's eyes shone a molten amber, and everything became clear. He ducked a little, twist his feet _a little in this way _and the blockers followed him - and Hinata darted back and jump.

The blockers fell on his knees.

Hinata slammed the ball from high up. The Libero almost - _almost _- reached the ball.

11 - 9

The ball was served, returned by Shiratoriawa through Ushijima's spike, saved by Nishinoya, unto Kageyama - _Hinata made as similar twist using his ankles, body bending forward as if he is about to dart into a direction, the blockers fall on their knees_ - who then tossed it to Hinata -

11 - 10

The next rally begins, and Shiratorizawa returned the ball with a player feinting to spike, while Ushijima did the real spike -

12 - 10

Shiratorizawa's serve was returned by Captain, spiked by Tanaka, returned once more by a spike from Ushijima - _again._

13 - 10

Another serve from Shiratorizawa, returned by Nishinoya, and Kageyama _dumped_ the ball but it was returned -

14 - 10

_Shiratorizawa match point._

_Shiratorizawa's __**match point.**_

No, he can't let another point pass through. _Not now, __**not ever - **_

When Ushijima jumped for the spike, Hinata followed, _fervently, __**feverishly - **__eyes blazing with the fire of determination - slightly more power, __**one**_ _more step, __**just block this one point -**_

But he was too late - he jumped a bit **too **late, and Nishinoya was **there **to save the ball but the ball ricochets to the walls -

15 - 10

Karasuno… **lost...**

**.o0o.o0o.**

"Nuoooohhh!"

"Uwooooooohhhhhhh"

"Nghhhhhhhh!"

"Oraaaaaaaa!"

The moment they stepped back to Karasuno High, the very moment the coach had finished briefing, The whole team had taken over the Volleyball Gym and just _let loose._

Kageyama and Hinata can be seen throwing volleyballs at each other as they run laps. The rest are doing their own thing - Tsukishima with his phone and Yamaguchi with a ball. 2nd years and the captain are hitting the ball for each other, Suga fussing over Asahi who seemed depressed.

A couple of hours passed. The captain finally shouted _- frustration and regret clear in his voice._

"We lost! Against Shiratorizawa. Not because it's our fault, but because Shiratorizawa is so much stronger than us! We'll practice more, evolve more, and _Winter Cup _will be the place we exact our revenge! We _will _get into the nationals!"

The roar of agreement were so, so, _soo _much stronger.

**.o0o.o0o.**

**A/N**

**Tsukishima hasn't learned the tricks to become a great blocker which Kuroo and Bokuto taught him in the Tokyo Training Camp. He is nowhere as skilled as canon when facing Shiratorizawa. The best he can do in my story is a one touch, which doesn't really require force.**

**For me, Suga is kind, but he is so damn cunning.**

**The last set is not because Karasuno isn't struggling enough. It's more because they are getting too tired. They've been relying on Hinata, the stamina freak, the get running. But suddenly Hinata got tired before all of them does and it just destroys the team's morale.**

**Lastly, THIS IS THE FULL EXTENT OF HINATA'S POWER! CAN ANYONE TELL ME WHAT IT IS? I mean HELLO! ANKLE BREAKS RIGHT HERE! It's very, **_**very **_**telling.**

**I'll elaborate the differences of Hinata's power and the original owner next chapter.  
><strong>

**Sorry since this chapter is shorter than usual. But stopping here just feels right. The next chapter will be another new leaf for Hinata and Karasuno.**

**Spoiler : Akashi VS Hinata**


End file.
